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NOTES OF THE DAY. 


THE debates on the Address which have occupied Parlia- 
ment during the week are referred to fully elsewhere. They 
have been characterised by a very languid feeling, and 
' although some good speeches have been made, it cannot be 
said that the tone of the debates—particularly on the Irish 
Question—has been very high. Apparently on both sides 
there is a strong feeling that the time for talking about 
details has passed, and that nothing now really remains but 
to fight the great battle of principle. The weariness and 
distaste for details is apparent on both sides ; but it is more 
evident among the Ministerialists than among the Opposition. 
Not a few supporters of the Ministry would welcome a sudden 
dissolution ; though the idea of dissolving at Easter, generally 
attributed to Mr. GoscHen, has for the moment been 
abandoned. 


Wuart will the historian, who in the distant future turns 
over the pages of the English press for the present week, 
think of the morality of our journalists? The Report of the 
Parnell Commission is hailed as a triumph by both sides. 
We have sufficiently explained elsewhere our views as to the 
true character of that momentous document. Popular instinct 
accepted it yesterday week as an acquittal of the defendants 
on all the points of real importance, and as usual the popular 
instinct was entirely accurate. The points on which the 
Judges have reported against the Irish members are not 
only points on which the public had long ago obtained 
the fullest and most accurate information (e.g., they ac- 
tually make a solemn report of a fact so notorious as 
that Mr. Davitr was a Fenian!), but are points which 
do not in any way affect the personal honour of the 
members implicated. Now the whole point of the Zimes’ 
contention in its articles on “ Parnellism and Crime” was, that 
Mr. PARNELL and other Irish members were guilty of 
having—not negatively, but positively—aided and abetted in 
the commission of crime, and that consequently they were 
unfit to be received among honourable men. Even SiR 
RICHARD WEBSTER—whose indecent speech at Oxford has 
excited such general reprobation—must admit that the 
Report of the Commission is absolutely adverse to the con- 
tention of the Zimes on this point. 


St1L_ the Zimes, with a natural reluctance to admit its own 
defeat, is fighting hard to mislead the public once more. It 
even goes so far as to insinuate that, after all, the Judges were 
compelled to acquit Mr. PARNELL and his colleagues, simply 
because it was so difficult to get direct legal evidence to 
implicate them, and not because their guilt must not 
be apparent to every intelligent man! We need not waste 
our space in commenting upon this monstrous allega- 
tion. It is only one degree more monstrous than the 
deliberate statement made by the Zimes and other newspapers 
that the majority of the charges made against the Parnellites 
had been proved. All the nonsense talked about their 
having been found guilty of a “criminal conspiracy ” simply 
means that before they were Home Rulers some of them 
were anxious to secure the absolute independence of Ireland. 


They were wrong then: but who is the man who pretends to 
regard their mistaken aspiration after Irish independence as a 
crime? And of what other crime have they been convicted ? 


THE question, “ What will they do with it?” as applied 
to Ministers and the Parnell Commission Report, is one of 
burning interest. The Zimes, with the felicity which has charac- 
terised its utterances all through this business, first suggested 
that some, at least, of the Irish members ought to have been 
imprisoned, and then followed that up by hinting that they 
would certainly have been hanged if they had lived a couple 
of hundred years ago! It would be interesting to know 
what would have been the fate of the proprietor of the Zimes 
two hundred years ago, if he had been convicted of having 
by means of a forged letter libelled the character of a 
a member of Parliament. Neither Ministers nor the House 
of Commons, however, will now follow the cue of the Z7mes. 
That has been done once too often already. 


Amonc the speeches made outside Parliament during the 
week, the division of opinion regarding the meaning of the 
Report of the Royal Commission has been as plainly apparent 
as it has been in the Press. For instance, on Monday 
Lorp Rupon, speaking at Tottenham, dwelt upon the 
terrible character of the ordeal to which the Irish mem- 
bers had been exposed, and demanded further inquiry 
for the exposure and punishment of their traducers ; whilst 
Lorp DuNRAVEN, speaking at New Cross, carried the vice 
of exaggeration so far as to declare that the Report of the 
Judges “fully justified all that was contained in the Zimes 
with one exception ”—a statement which leads us to the 
belief that Lorp Dunraven has never found time to 
read either the articles in the Zimes or the Report of the 
Judges. 

WHILE the Conservative papers are at once insisting that 
the Irish members deserve prosecution, and lamenting their 
own impotence in the matter, Mr. L. AGAR ELtis—whose 
name is familiar as an exponent of the extreme “ loyal Irish” 
section—warns the Standard of Tuesday that if a prosecution 
is not undertaken, the members of the loyal minority in Ire- 
land will hasten to make terms with the Nationalist leaders 
and prepare for the inevitable. If this is to be the result 
of the Commission, it will really have led to some good, after 
all. 


On Tuesday a large meeting of the representatives of the 
Liberal Associations throughout the country was held in the 
National Liberal Club, and resolutions were unanimously 
passed congratulating the Parnellite members on_ their 
triumphant vindication, and denouncing the Zimes as the 
author of “the foulest and most malignant libel to be 
found in our political history.” , 


THE elections to the German Parliament took place on 
Thursday. At the moment of writing, the general results had 
not been made known. It was already clear, however, that 
the Socialist vote had been largely increased in Berlin, and 
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the most competent observer believed that a similar result 
would be apparent throughout Germany, the Socialist party 
gaining strength at the expense of the Radicals. 


At the half-yearly meeting of the shareholders of the 
London and North Western Railway Company on Thursday, 
complaint was made by various shareholders of the gross 
political intimidation said to be exercised at Crewe by certain 
of the higher officials of the Company. The statements which 
have been made on this subject by workmen of the Com- 
pany are specific and detailed, and ought to have been met 
on the part of the Directors with some statement which 
would at least have convinced the world that they had no 
sympathy with any system of intimidation. Instead of taking 
this course, the chairman, Str RicHarD Moon, was ill-advised 
enough to make a silly speech denying every charge brought 
against the officials, and denouncing as “ disgraceful” the 
conduct of those who had attacked Mr. WeEBBE, the official 
regarding whom complaint has been made. If the London 
and North Western Company should recover its character 
for political impartiality, it will owe no thanks to SiR 
RicHARD Moon. 


THE Miners’ Federation of Great Britain has unanimously 
resolved to demand an advance of ro per cent. on all work- 
men’s wages ; and there is a prospect of serious trouble in 
the labour market in consequence. In the meantime 
a portion of the miners are pushing the movement in 
favour of an Eight Hours Bill upon politicians in London, 
and are meeting with some support among the popularity- 
hunters of both parties. That eight hours’ work at a stretch 
underground is ample seems to be believed by everybody ; 
but that a Bill is necessary in order to prevent men being com- 
pelled to work longer is admitted by few who have studied the 
question. Mr. GLapsTonE, who received a deputation on the 
subject this week, showed strong sympathy with the position 
of the miners, but gave them little reason to hope that he would 
support legislation for limiting their hours of work. 
Fortunately the great mass of Liberal members are sound 
upon this labour question. But, as we point out elsewhere, 
it is not only necessary to be firm in resisting unwise action 
regarding the regulation of labour. The Liberal party must 
have a policy of its own if it is to retain the confidence of the 
working population. 


THE miners’ argument—which considerably impressed 
both Lorp Dunraven and Lorp RANDOLPH CHURCHILL— 
is: We can secure an eight-hours day for ourselves, but only 
by the wasteful method of a general strike; the Legislature 
can secure it for us with less friction. This may be so; but 
it may be feared that there will still be plenty of disputable 
points left—not merely as to wages questions, but as to attempts 
by employers to contract themselves out of the Act, or evade 
it by various methods. Strikes thus caused will engender far 
more ill-feeling than a general strike, and, what is important to 
the strikers, they will be less strongly backed by public sympathy, 
which is excited by a demand for shorter hours, but cannot 
possibly be excited by questions of technical detail as to 
whether this or that particular local regulation is or is not an 
infringement of the spirit of the Act. The managers of the 
Unions may be ill-advised in dispensing with the motive 
power afforded them by a large, plain, and intelligible issue. 


. 


At the National Liberal Club (Political Economy Circle) 
on Wednesday, Mr. J. FLETCHER Movutrton laid down two 
important principles of local taxation :—That personal 
property ought not to be taxed, having no particular 
locality; and that property in land in towns must be 


regarded as constituting a right—not to the gross return, 
but to the net return—that is to say, after deducting a fair 
proportion of the expenses necessary that the town 
may exist at all. The means of carrying this principle 
into effect are—the separate assessment of land and buildings, 
and an arrangement (similar to that usual with income tax) 
by which the occupier shall pay both rates and deduct the 
former from his ground rent—contracts to the contrary to be 
illegal. Mr. Moutton has dealt with the subject in greater 
detail in a valuable little pamphlet on the “ Taxation of Ground 
Values,” recently distributed by the Free Land League. 


_ SoME time ago a writer in the Journal of the Home Rule 
Union suggested the introduction of political district visiting, 
for the distribution (on loan) of Liberal literature. Something 
of the kind is certainly desirable in London, if only to lighten 
the task of “ tracing addresses,” which is now so important a 
part of the canvasser’s work, and which is a matter of extreme 
difficulty to strangers in the district. The literature need not 
be confined to strictly party publications. The proposed 
Journal of the Russian Vigilance Committee, noticed in these 
columns last week, might very well be among those distri- 
buted. It is among the voters’ wives that the Primrose Leaguers 
work, and whom it is now important to secure. 


THE programme for discussion at the Berne Conference 
on the Labour Question has been set forth by the Swiss 
Government. There are six questions raised :—1. The pro- 
hibition of Sunday labour. 2. Fixing the minimum age for 
admitting children to factories. 3. Fixing a maximum day’s 
work for young workmen. 4. Prohibition of the employment 
of young people and women in dangerous or unhealthy 
labour. 5. Restriction of night-work for young people and 
women. 6. The means of putting in practice the principles 
adopted. And as England has already adopted every single 
principle involved, and might have given enormous aid to the 
Continental Powers by expounding the working of her own 
Factory Laws and their results, it is hard to praise Lorp 
SALISBURY’S narrow neglect of a golden opportunity for good. 


Tue Legislature of Jersey is discussing a Ballot Bill, and 
the argument so well known in England during the middle- 
third of the present century reappears with a pleasing air of 
originality. The most noticeable features of the debate 
hitherto have been a proposal that vote by ballot shall be 
optional, and an attempt to dispense with the machinery for 
a scrutiny provided by the English system. 


Tue electorate of North St. Pancras is somewhat like that 
of Partick in its composition—a mixture of suburban elements 
with a large working-class population. Symptoms of 
division on the Conservative side are already spoken of, 
and the Liberals have the advantage of an excellent and well- 
known candidate. But, as in most London constituencies, 
the main question is—can the mass of hitherto inert voters be 
brought to the poll? Canvassing in London is so much 
better understood now than in 1886, that the work will 
probably be successful. The experience of Southwark, Ken- 
nington, North Paddington, and West Marylebone should do 
good service to the Liberal cause. 


WHILE alarming reports arrive from Brazil as to the 
difficulties and dissensions of the Provisional Government, 
the dangerous banking schemes of the Minister of Finance, 
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and the design of military despotism attributed to GENERAL 
DEoporo DA FonsEca—whose health, however, is extremely 
uncertain—the situation of affairs at present hardly bears out 
these pessimistic apprehensions. The new Republic has 
done a business-like and politic act in settling the delimita- 
tion of the Missiones territory, long disputed between its 
predecessor and the Argentine Republic. It has peacefully 
disestablished and disendowed the Church—none_ too 
soon—has checked the economic heresies of certain 
subordinates, and has secured recognition by the United 
States of America, which made attempts in the past to 
develop trade with the country, particularly by subsidising a 
steamship line. As English interests in Brazil probably out- 
weigh those of all other countries put together, is it not time 
that some step should be taken towards following this ex- 
ample? Nothing would keep the remote districts from the 
fate of Paraguay more effectually than an influx of English 
capital; and it is hardly likely to take place until after that 
confidence in the Provisional Government arises, which will be 
considerably aided by its recognition. 


A MOVEMENT has arisen among the Eurasians of Madras, 
who are, not unnaturally, dissatisfied with their present status, 
towards organising themselves as a distinct section of the 
population, with distinctive dress, food, and nomenclature, 
compounded of English and native elements. As the 
European standard of living can hardly be maintained on 
the salaries of the clerkships and minor official posts which 
so frequently are filled by this class, and as, nevertheless, 
they are more English than Oriental, there seems to be some- 
thing in the suggestion. But the course proposed is in 
marked contrast to the ways of mixed populations generally— 
in the West Indies or South America, for instance. 


Mr. Justice Fie.p’s resignation—announced in his 
seventy-seventh year, a few days after his pension was earned, 
and some years after he became deaf—is not premature. Mr. 
Justice FIELD knew the law, and hectored everyone with an 
indiscriminateness that argued the sternest impartiality ; but 
there is obvious iniquity in the law that will not allow a judge 
to retire on some part of his pension when incapacitated by 
such an affliction as deafness. 


THE most noteworthy items in this week’s list of crimes 
and casualties are (1) a particularly atrocious murder at West 
Ham, and (2) the succession of alarming fires in London. 
It is instructive, also, that each fresh fire and each fresh 
murder seem to accentuate more and more the public’s con- 
fidence in its Fire Brigade and distrust of its Detective Police. 
Nor can the publication of certain intercepted letters by fr. 
William Whittam, now languishing in Holloway on a charge 
of burglary and firing at the police, though indisputably a 
gain to literature, be held to reflect any credit on the prison 
authorities. Mr. Whittam has since attempted suicide and 
become a hero: another indication that the times are ripe for 
that long-promised newspaper—the Journal of the Criminal 
Classes. 


THE Post Office announces this week that on and after 
March 1st money may be transmitted by telegraph throughout 
the United Kingdom, and fixes a commission which, until the 
success of the experiment be thoroughly established, will be 
fair enough. There is, of course, an opening for fraud. 
Wicked men may personate the rightful assignee and 
take his money. Bvt, says the Post Office, “any person 
expecting a remittanc. by telegraph must furnish satisfac- 
tory evidence that he himself is the person entitled to re- 
ceive the money. He, or someone on his behalf, must 
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attend at the office to obtain payment.” The arrangement 
is fated to be cumbrous in any but the smallest provincial 
centres. But it is satisfactory to know that Mr. Raikes is 
alive. Meanwhile, though it is obviously worse to dwell in 
St. Petersburg and have relatives in far Siberia than to dwell 
in London and have them in Bengal, you can, in the former 
case, communicate with them at 2d. a word, while it costs 
4s. a word to wire from London to India. And how about 
the Ocean Penny Post ? 


Why are the minds of experts in currency so unlike those - 


of all other human beings? In the Zimes of Monday last, 
no less a person than the Director of the BRUussELs 
MinT states that, since the adoption of monometallism in 
Europe in 1873, the 390 millions of men who only use gold 
have no means of trading with the 892 millions who only 
use silver: that nevertheless they do trade, and that the fall 
in the value of silver, acting as a bounty on the products of 
silver-using countries, has caused the gold-using countries 
to become Protectionist in self-defence. Economists, who 
are not specialists in currency, have usually taught 
that foreign trade is eventually barter of goods for goods ; 
and most people have imagined that Protection was de- 
manded against foreign manufactures—mainly produced in 
gold-using countries—rather than against the products of 
silver-using countries, which are mainly raw materials. 
Mathematicians have constructed ideal worlds in space of 
more than three dimensions, where parallel straight lines 
meet, eggs are turned inside out without breakage, and other 
marvels occur unknown to ordinary experience. In M 
Allard’s economic world—so strikingly unlike that of ordinary 
economics—contradictories are apparently true together. 


THE directors of the Bank of England reduced their rate 
of discount on Thursday to 5 per cent., it having been 6 per 
cent. for 73 weeks. It did not attract as much gold as was 
expected, and, therefore, did not attain the object aimed at 
by the directors. Consequently, the more prudent and far- 
seeing observers hoped that no change would be made, but 
the pressure brought to bear by the city upon the directors was 
too strong. The joint-stock and private banks, and the bill- 
brokers and discount houses immediately lowered the rates they 
allow on deposits to 3} percent. in the former case, and in the 
latter to 3? per cent. for money at call and 4 per cent. for money 
at notice. The danger now is that the rate of discount in the 
open market may fall so much that gold exports on a large 
scale will begin. Bill-brokers and discount houses had been 
acting during the previous three or four days on the assump- 
tion that the rate would be put down. Consequently, they 
discounted bills at 44 and 4% per cent., and the rate of interest 
for short loans was also lower than for several weeks past. 


In the Stock Exchange, business has again been very slack 
during the week. The ST esites and scarcity of money have 
stopped speculation, and there is less investment going on 
than is usual at this time of the year. The threatened great 
coal strike, too, had an effect in deterring operations in the 
railway market, and reports of wars of rates in the United 
States depressed the American market. The market 
for international securities has remained very inactive, chiefly 
because of the over-speculation in Berlin, and the fear that 
there may be a crisis there, owing to an apprehended collapse 
in the mining market. Nitrate shares fell again, and there 
was a sharp fall too in De Beer’s diamond shares. The 
volume of trade continues very large, but speculation in 
commodities has been stopped by the stringency in the 
Money Market. There was a slight recovery in the price 
of iron, but generally prices have been barely maintained. 
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THE UPSHOT OF THE REPORT. 

‘THE week that has elapsed since the issue of the report of 

the Special Commission suffices to indicate pretty clearly 
the lines on which that document will be discussed. It adds 
little new material to the great controversy as to Irish govern- 
ment; it furnishes no fresh arguments ; the essential sub- 
stance of the dispute remains what it was. But each side 
believes that it gains a material advantage from the report. 
The Liberals find the Irish leaders conclusively relieved of 
charges which, if they had been true, would have stamped 
them as unfit either to take charge of the domestic 
affairs of their own country, or to sit any longer on the 
benches with decent men in the House of Commons. The 
Coercionists, on the other hand, as a set-off to this great 
triumph of their opponents, congratulate themselves on 
having got other charges, which previously were vague and 
unauthenticated, henceforth set forth with legal precision 
and sealed with judicial authority. The allegations against 
the personal honour and character of the Irishmen have been 
exploded ; and, on fhe other hand, some allegations of com- 
plicity in violence, and with violent men, are held by the 
judges to have been partially sustained. 

What is the political answer to this judicial finding as to 
complicity in violence? The three judges, properly enough, 
abstained from giving any answer, and the fact that they felt 
themselves bound so to abstain is, so far as that goes, a con- 
clusive illustration of the fundamental absurdity of the whole 
proceeding. They were trying politicians, and yet were de- 
barred from inquiring, first, whether there was any palliation 
for the conduct for which the politicians were indicted, and 
secondly, whether the consequences of that conduct had not 
been rich in advantages to the people whom they represented. 
The political answer, then, is the very short one, that the 
land legislation of 1881 is now admitted, even by most Irish 
landlords and most Tory Ministers, to have been urgently 
required by every consideration both of justice and ex- 
pediency ; and next that this urgently needed legislation 
was, in fact, only extorted and secured by that very agitation 
for which the Irish politicians are now found morally 
responsible. ‘This last is a painful and a shameful admis- 
sion for any Englishman to make, but nobody can contest it. 


“ Fixity of tenure,” Lord Derby wrote in the autumn after . 


the Land Act of 1881 was passed, “is the direct result of 
two causes—Irish Outrage and Party Obstruction.” Even 
members of the Cabinet of the day made the same confession: 
no outrage, no Land Act; no Land Act, no justice to the 
tiller of the soil ; no “criminal conspiracy,” no stop to the 
legalised spoliation of the tenant by the landlord. This is 
the plain truth in that matter, and when that is understood, 
the charge of “criminal conspiracy ” takes on a very different 
colour : very lamentable, but very pardonable. 

The same consideration applies to that other finding, 
which will provide matter for so many millions of Tory leaf- 
lets—namely, that such men as Mr. Dillon and Mr. O’Brien 
joined the League with the intention, by its means, to bring 
about the absolute independence of Ireland. What-of that? 
Writing about that time, Mr. Courtney said, what everybody 
knows—“ Speaking broadly, nothing has been done in justice 
to Ireland simply because justice demanded it: the successive 
steps of justice which have been taken, have been taken 
because we could no longer resist.” Who can wonder 
that ardent spirits, in face of misgovernment like this, 
should resolve to break the chain and throw off the 
yoke? The important thing is that since the date to 
which the Judges confined their investigations, men 
like Mr. Dillon and Mr. O’Brien have said on a thousand 
platforms that they have changed their minds about absolute 
independence, since with the aid of British Liberals they can 
get all the effective elements of national self-government 
without it. 


Another thing that has already made its way into the 
public mind is that there cannot be much real body in the 
charges which the Coercionists paint in such lurid colour, 
when not even the Ultras of the Coercionist party dare to 
propose the taking of a single step in consequence of the 
judicial findings. Says the Z7mes, with persistent infatuation— 
“Tf this finding ”—about absolute independence—“ had been 
arrived at bya jury in a prosecution for treasonable conspiracy, 
we suppose there is no doubt whatever that the accused would 
have been convicted and sentenced, and, most assuredly, one 
hundred, not to say two hundred, years ago such a conviction 
would have been followed by nothing short of capital punish- 
ment.” We might suppose, then, from this appeal to antique 
precedent, that though it is no longer convenient to bring the 
accused to the block, they might at least be expelled from the 
House of Commons. We cannot, such is the effeminacy of 
the time, cut off the traitors’ heads, but we might at least 
oust traitors, criminal conspirators, sedition-mongers, from the 
seat of the law-makers. Not a chance. The traitors will be 
put on committees, will take their tea and eat their dinners 
at the same tables, will play chess in the smoking-room, will 
exchange greetings in the lobbies, just like other people. 
If all this is to go on, who will believe that the majority really 
look on them as criminals red with blood and black with 
treason ? 

That is the point which we presume the Opposition will 
drive home. On the direct and specific charges, the report 
is an acquittal. If the other findings on issues complicated 
with political elements have any weight whatever, they im- 
peratively demand further action. If no action is taken, the 
findings can have no significance in the eyes of those who 
procured them. So this unconstitutional tribunal—uncon- 
stitutional, among other reasons, because the Act constituting 
it was a privilegium or law against individuals—will leave 
the Irish Question just where it was, except that the fact that 
the greatest organ of English public opinion deliberately 
brought forward a series of unsupported and untested charges 
against Irish leaders is one more illustration of the unfitness 
of English public opinion to direct the government of Ireland. 
The only proceedings which the Government are prepared to 
take against the band of traitors and criminals are the truly 
remarkable steps of lending them vast sums of money for the 
purchase of land, and then of creating County Councils, which 
will undoubtedly extend their power of doing harm and giving 
trouble, if they be so minded. 


PUT YOURSELVES IN THEIR PLACE. 
* 

ET us for the moment disconnect the Report of the 
Commission from the political issues on which it bears. 
Let us put aside the questions whether it is safe to hand over 
Irish Government to Mr. Parnell and his friends, and whether 
the popular party in Ireland is or is not controlled by moral 
forces hostile to any connection with Great Britam. Let us 
isolate the transaction which the three judges had to investi- 
gate, and we invite honest Unionists to consider fairly and 
with precision the magnitude of the wrong that is now shown 
to have been done to the Irish leader and his adherents. 
Let honest Unionists for five minutes put themselves in the 

Irishmen’s place. 

Whatever else may be said of the Report, it is at any rate 
undeniable that it convicts the Zimes of publishing at least 
eleven false and malicious libels. 

Calumny and falsehood number one: They charged the 
respondents with basing their movement on “a scheme of 
assassination, carefully calculated and coolly applied,” and 
with “the guilt of direct incitement to outrage and murder.” 
The Judges find that the respondents did not directly incite 
persons to the commission of crime other than intimidation. 

Calumny number two: The Zimes alleged that the 
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respondents paid money for crime and outrage, including 
murder. The Judges find no proof of any such payments. 

Calumnies three, four, and five: That the respondents 
subscribed to testimonials for, and were intimately associated 
with notorious criminals, and made payments to procure the 
escape of criminals from justice. No proof of any such 
subscriptions, any such intimate association, or any such 
payments of money was found. 

Then the Zimes charged that many of these men must 
have known that money was being paid, not in an exceptional 
instance, but over a long period of time, to persons engaged 
in crime. Inasmuch as no such payments could be proved, 
there could be no proof that anybody knew that the payments 
were being made ; and this therefore is calumny six. 

Seventh calumny: That on not one single occasion do we 
discover one single expression to divert the minds of the 
people from outrage. The Judges find that some of the 
respondents did express dondé fide disapproval of criminal 
outrage, 

Calumny eight: That Mr. Parnell knew “ the persons who 
had been mainly instrumental in the organisation of these 
outrages.” “You will, I think, have no doubt,” said Sir 
Richard Webster, “upon the evidence which I shall lay 
before you, that he knew this perfectly well.” The Judges 
found that no such evidence, nor any proof of the charge, 
was produced. 

Ninth calumny: that Mr. Parnell probably learned, on 
his arrival at Willesden, on the occasion of his release en 
parole in April, 1882, something of the Invincible plot then 
rapidly approaching its atrocious consummation in the Phoenix 
Park. On the whole this is the most foul and felonious of the 
whole farrago, and it is none the less foul or felonious for being 
conveyed in the cowardly form of insinuation and innuendo. 
There should be no mistake as to this. The Attorney- 
General endeavoured to explain the truly odious passage 
away. Sir Charles Russell insisted that “it meant to level 
at the heads of those men who are there mentioned the 
charge that they had personal knowledge of, and that they 
were taking active part, and had taken active part, in this 
most atrocious crime.” Of course no more abominable wicked- 
ness than this could possibly be imputed. Whom do the 
Judges believe to be right in describing the meaning and 
intention of the Zimes—its advocate ‘or its opponent? 
“Tt appears to us that Sir C. Russell has put a correct 
interpretation on the meaning of the language used ” (p. 58), 
and they go on to say in the most emphatic tones that there 
is no foundation whatever for the charge that Mr. Parnell or 
other respondents had any knowledge, direct or indirect, of 
the conspiracy that ended in the Phcenix Park murders. No 
more infamous libel was ever uttered upon a public man, and 
yet the libellers pretend to brazen it out by jargon about 
presumptions, legal proof, and reasonable inference. 

Calumny the tenth: That Mr. Parnell wrote the Pigott 
letter: This famous fraud is now so familiar that we almost 
forget its enormity, and the guilty tenacity with which it was 
persisted in after its authors must have suspected the fraud. 

Calumny eleven: It was “quite in harmony with the tone 
and purport of his letter on the murders” that Mr. Parnell 
should have supplied one of the alleged accessories to that 
crime with funds enabling him to escape from justice. It is 
now declared from the bench that Mr. Parnell did nothing of 
the kind. . 

What is beyond all cavil or dispute, therefore, is that the 
Times has been found guilty of devising and circulating eleven 
malignant slanders—all specific, definite, formal, and circum- 
stantial. Grant, for the sake of argument, that as many as 
you please of the other charges and allegations are true ; 
these at any rate are false, and if the accused were English- 
men or Scotchmen, the country would. ring with the horrible 
wrong that had been done. Some of these slanders were 
launched with an unscrupulous recklessness at which Colonel 
Diver, Jefferson Brick, and the Rowdy Journal would have 


been ashamed. Others were brewed out of idle hearsay up to 
the required strength of poison by a process of hardy and auda- 
cious inferences. For not one of them have the Judges found a 
shadow of substantial justification. Whatever may be true as 
to the character or the designs of the Irish leaders, at least no 
honest Unionist will deny that in these eleven vital particulars 
they have been scandalously libelled, and the more honest 
the Unionist is, the more exasperated he will have good right 
to be at the mixed folly and malignity which has led their 
great champion in the press to drag what they regard as a 
sacred political cause through this ignoble puddle of forgery, 
falsehood, and venomous innuendo. 

The convicted journal is only making its shame still more 
conspicuous by its endeavours to escape. ‘‘ Many things,” 
says the Zimes, “which the Commissioners in their judicial 
capacity declare to be ‘not proven’ remain nevertheless 
legitimate matter for inference. The Judges acted on the 
strict interpretation of the law of evidence ; the most notorious 
facts were not accepted, the most obvious assumptions were 
not entertained, unless they could be established by direct 
and conclusive testimony, as in any ordinary litigation.” 

That is to say, in shorter, plainer English, such-and-such 
a charge is not proven, and ¢herefore it is true/ It was held, 
for instance, as not proven that the respondents knew that the 
Clan-na-Gael controlled the League, or that the Clan-na-Gael 
was collecting money for the Parliamentary Fund. “Legal 
proof is, in the nature of things, very difficult, but we do not 
know that its absence can be thought in the circumstances 
very important.” If this sort of argument be sound and to the 
point, what was the meaning of the valiant invitations so long 
addressed to the Irishmen to test the truth of “ Parnellism and 
Crime ” before a judicial tribunal? Was the judicial tribunal 
not to exact legal proof? Ifso, what becomes of the contention 
that the absence of proof is, “ under the circumstances,” not 
very important? What circumstances? The men have gone 
before a judicial tribunal, and when the tribunal finds that 
legal proof is absent for the only charges that were either new 
or specific in “ Parnellism and Crime,” then the Zimes cries 
out to the public to remember “the peculiar limitations ” 
under which the Report was issued, and that though the 
matters and things not proven are incapable of the proper 
proof required by the yery court to which they and their 
Ministerial allies had challenged Mr. Parnell to go, yet they 
are “matters of reasonable inference,” and therefore ought to 
be believed just as much as if they had been proved. In- 
ference reasonable in whose eyes? In the eyes of the 
Judges? No, or else they would have drawn the infer- 
ence. The Zimes means then: what shall appear reason- 
able to men as blinded as they are by passion and 
by prejudice. Then the slanderer intends to stick to 
the truth of his slanders in the absence of “unequivocal 
disproof.” But how is a man unequivocally to disprove that 
he made a payment for the purpose of inciting somebody 
else to commit a crime? If anybody chooses to accuse me 
of associating with criminals, how am I unequivocally to prove 
that I never did so associate? The Judges find that the 
charge of privately telling people that the respondents did not 
mean their public denunciations to be taken seriously, is a 
charge not established. How is a respondent to establish 
the contrary, as the TZimes absurdly demands, and un- 
equivocally to prove his negative? No mortal can demon- 
strate negatives of this sort. How could Mr. Parnell ever 
have proved that he did not write the forged letters, 
supposing that Pigott had died before he went into 
the box? The burden of proof lies on the writer who 
brings the charge, and hardy effrontery, in logic or in law, can 
go no further than his assumption that the burden of disproof 
lies on the person against whom this charge is brought. The 
writer of “ Parnellism and Crime” brings eleven destructive 
accusations; he is unable to find evidence to satisfy the 
court that the accusations are true; then he pleads that 
evidence is, from the nature of things, uncommonly hard to 
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get, and straightway calls on the accused to bring evidence 
that the accusations are false! Who can wonder that Irish- 
men have learnt to hate England, when this is the notion of 
fair play which is thought good enough for them by the Zimes 


newspaper ? 


IRELAND AND SCOTLAND. 

WE cannot congratulate the House of Commons upon 

the discussions on the Address which has occupied it 
during the present week. The Irish debate at all events was 
singularly dead and unprofitable, enlivened only by three 
things: (1) Mr. Parnell’s declaration that he and _ his 
colleagues had acknowledged the force of the strictures 
passed upon boycotting in its earlier days, by Mr. Gladstone, 
Mr. Forster, and Sir William Harcourt, and had striven to 
amend matters as far as they could ; (2) the frank declaration 
by Sir Henry James that in coercion lay the only hope of 
Ireland, the only chance for its moral amendment ; and (3) 
the really brilliant speech delivered by Mr. Morley, just before 
the division, in which he “rubbed in” some of the most 
unpleasant of the facts regarding the present system in 
Ireland that had been admitted by Ministers and their 
defenders. But the debate as a whole was poor. The truth 
is that on both sides men are in danger of forgetting first 
principles in their search after details. ‘That details must at 
times be laid before the country is perfectly true; but it is 
still more important that public opinion should be fixed upon 
the fact that Mr. Balfour is now governing Ireland in the 
teeth of the opinions of four-fifths of its inhabitants, and that 
he has not advanced one single inch since he took office in 
the direction of the conciliation of that overwhelming 
majority of the Irish people. If he and his friends really 
believed in the “success” about which they are constantly 
making ridiculous speeches, or writing still more ridiculous 
letters, they would surely start a candidate for the seat made 
vacant by the death of poor Mr. Biggar. But we should like 
to see the face of Colonel Saunderson or Mr. T. W. Russell, 
if either of these gentlemen were asked to give up his present 
seat, and take his chance as a candidate for the succession to 
Mr. Biggar. In face of so practical an acknowledgment of 
Mr. Balfour’s failure to do anything more than hold his own 
by means of the bayonets of his police, it seems almost 
absurd to spend the time of the House in discussing questions 
as to the facts concerning the conviction of this or the other 
journalist or boycotter in some remote country parish. 
There was one good feature about the debate, however, 
besides those we have named. That was the division. In 
1887 Mr. Parnell’s amendment on the Address was rejected 
by a majority of 106 ; in 1888 the adverse majority was 88 ; 
in 1889 it had sunk to 79; and on Tuesday last it was 67. 
The “ flowing tide” is creeping in apace, even in so well- 
sheltered a nook as the House of Commons. 

Far more significant than the debate on Mr. Parnell’s 
amendment was that which took place on Wednesday after- 
noon on the question of Scotch Home Rule. The speech of 
Mr. Gladstone, in particular, may be taken as the charter of 
the Liberal policy on this question. Briefly, the view of 
sensible Liberals is that Scotland is entitled to obtain that 
control of her own affairs which she demands, but that the 
precise form in which she is to secure the control, the exact 
extent to which it is to be carried, are points upon which we 
have as yet no clear indication of the views of the Scotch 
people, and upon which the English Liberal party is not 
required therefore, at this moment, to express an opinion. 
Mr. Gladstone, admitting to the fullest extent the need that 
Parliament should be lightened of the work which it is now 
vainly attempting to discharge, admitting also the reality of 
the grievance under which the Scotch suffer in having to see 
their wishes with regard to local matters overruled by a 
minority of their own representatives acting in concert with 


an English majority, is nevertheless strongly against any 
attempt to link the Irish Question with that of Scotch Local 
Self-Government. Every practical politician will agree with 
him in this opinion. There is not the smallest fear, as Mr. 
Gladstone himself says, of the Scotch not being able to 
obtain all that they want in.the way of self-government, when 
once they have made up their minds clearly among themselves 
as to what it is that they do want. But if anything could 
delay the attainment of their wishes, it would be the mixing 
up of Scotch aspirations on this question with the old and 
difficult and dangerous problem of Ireland. Both Irish and 
Scotch questions would be obstructed indefinitely if such a 
plan were to be adopted. 


THE POSITION IN SOUTH-EASTERN EUROPE. 
IT is pleasant to forget dangers which one can do little to 
avert: and England has always so many troubles at 
home, and questions to occupy her abroad, that it is natural 
she should forget parts of the world which do not for the 
moment press upon her attention. Thus for the last few 
years we have virtually forgotten South-Eastern Europe, and 
the liabilities which our engagements under the Treaty of 
Berlin may involve. This year, unhappily, brings with it signs 
that this happy oblivion will be rudely interrupted. There are 
five regions, in any of which strife may break out—Servia, 
Macedonia, Armenia, Bulgaria, and Crete. It is of the two 
latter only that we will here speak. Since the failure 
of General Kaulbars’ mission more than three years 
ago, Russia has refrained from open interference in 
Bulgaria. She has refused all recognition to Prince 
Ferdinand, and affected to treat him as a purely provisional 
and temporary Sovereign. Her party in the country—a party 
whose strength it is difficult to estimate, but which includes a 
good many of the clergy as well as of the peasants—has 
remained in an attitude of stolid expectancy, not disliking the 
Coburg Prince sufficiently to rise against him, and leaving 
the game to be played by Russian emissaries. That these 
emissaries should be constantly at work is natural enough ; 
nor is it necessary to suppose that they have received 
any direct commission from the Government of the Czar. 
There are plenty of men and plenty of organisations in 
Russia who consider that a Roman Catholic prince, and a 
prince not nominated by, nor obedient to the Sovereign of 
Russia, is an intruder in a country which follows the Orthodox 
rite and was set free by Russian arms. Intrigues, similar to 
those which overthrew the unlucky Alexander of Battenberg, 
have never ceased ; and now and then they ripen into a fully 
arranged conspiracy. Such a conspiracy was discovered and 
suppressed last week—its leaders seized and held to trial, or 
obliged to save themselves by flight. It would appear to 
have been encouraged, if not concocted, by M. Hitrovo, who 
represents Russia at Bucharest, and has long been famous as 
one of her most active and persevering agents. How far 
he had any official sanction for his intermeddling is not 
known, and perhaps will not be known. But whether or not 
his superiors blame him for scheming, they doubtless blame 
him for having been found out, and he has been summoned 
to St. Petersburg to exculpate himself there. For the 
moment the effect of the suppression of the conspiracy has 
been favourable to the existing Government. Stambouloff 
seems to have known of it for some time, and to have waited 
till the right moment came for pouncing on his enemies. 
The respect and fear felt for his vigorous character, which 
has been the main factor in Bulgarian affairs for the last few 
years, will be increased. But it is plain that the elements of 
danger remain, ready to take shape whenever a sufficient 
stimulus is secretly supplied from Russia, or when the outbreak 
of strife elsewhere has given the signal for open insurrection. 
Such an outbreak is far from improbable. Last autumn 
a quarrel arose in Crete between two parties in that 
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island, and the armed conflicts which followed ultimately 
took, owing to the blundering of the Turkish Government 
and the uncontrollable savagery of the Turkish irregular 
troops, the character of a struggle between the Christian 
and the Mohammedan population—between the patriotic 
party and the Turkish power. The memory of previous 
insurrections—this is the sixth within the last one hundred 
and twenty years—has so sunk into the Cretan mind that 
every quarrel becomes sooner or later an effort to shake 
off the hated yoke of the Muslim, who has left upon the 
island so many traces of his hideous cruelty. In the present 
case, Chakir, the Turkish General-in-Chief, seems to have 
done his best to restrain his soldiery, but the task proved too 
difficult, and the bitterness on both sides is now intense. It 
has been increased by the folly of the Turkish Govern- 
ment—a folly which would be astonishing if it were not so 
invariable among Turks—in cancelling many of the privileges 
and withdrawing great part of the autonomy which Crete has 
enjoyed since the insurrection of 1878. The firman recently 
promulgated, which indicates—and indeed partly carries out— 
a plan of bringing Crete back to the position of a Turkish 
vilayet, has stimulated the patriotic movement among the 
Christians, and given it a stronger hold on the sympathies of 
continental Greece. ‘There were moments during the autumn 
when nothing but the firmness of M. Tricoupis, one 
of the most far-sighted and judicious, as well as one 
of the most loyal and high-minded statesmen in Europe, 
prevented the Greek kingdom from throwing itself into the 
struggle, and giving to Crete an open aid which must have 
directly involved war with the Sultan. The Greek Prime 
Minister, like not only all Greeks, but all dispassionate 
Western observers, perceives that Crete must eventually be 
severed from the decaying Ottoman realm, and incorporated 
with the Hellenic State. It is absurd to let any regard for 
what diplomatic jargon calls “the susceptibilities of Turkey ” 
stand in the way of so desirable a change, for what 
is called Turkish government is not a civilised government 
at all, and fulfils none of the functions for which govern- 
ment exists. The Turks are simply a robber band, whose 
encampment among a subject population has unfortunately 
lasted more than four centuries. But M. Tricoupis feels that 
the time is not favourable for attempting to effect this by 
force of arms; and he wishes Greece to concentrate 
her efforts for some years more upon the development 
of her own resources, and the perfecting of her internal 
communications. He will hold back his impatient people if 
he can do so with honour. But he may be unable. There 
is too much reason to fear that the struggle in Crete will 
recommence as soon as the snows have sufficiently melted 
off the uplands to permit the Turkish troops to move up the 
mountains to re-occupy their abandoned forts, and to open 
the paths by which the warlike patriots can descend 
upon their enemies in the low country. Nothing but an 
attitude of watchful prudence on the part of the Turkish 
General, nothing but a conciliatory policy on the part 
of the Sultan’s Government, can avert the outbreak of hos- 
tilities. That outbreak will, in all probability, bring bands of 
Greek volunteers to the Cretan coast. The Hellenic Ministry 
may find itself forced by the strength of national feeling to 
obey the national impulse, and face the risks of a war with 
Turkey, who, weak as she is, possesses an army far exceeding 
in numbers that which Greece could bring against her. A 
war between Greece and the Turks would create a position 
full of embarrassment for England, and, indeed, for all the 
Great Powers of Europe. We could not allow Greece 
to be overrun or Athens bombarded; yet neither Lord 
Salisbury nor the master at Berlin, to whose will he so 
obsequiously bows, is prepared for the only true and 
final solution of the question, the emancipation of Crete from 
the incurably corrupt and unprogressive Ottoman Govern- 
ment. But such a war would produce something more than 
difficulties for England and Germany. It would probably be 


a signal to the peasantry of Macedonia to rise against the 


‘Turkish oppressor; it would create in Bulgaria, Servia, Al- 


bania, a ferment which might lead to internal convulsions in 
those regions—convulsions inviting or compelling the inter- 
vention of the two great military Empires which look with 
sullen suspicion on one another from their camps along the 
Galician frontier. 


THE LIBERAL PARTY AND SOCIAL QUESTIONS. 
‘THE House of Commons has now been sitting for two 
weeks. So far as Ireland is concerned, its debates have 
been directed to subjects in themselves of striking interest. 
First of all there came the question of privilege. This was 
succeeded by the Irish amendment to the Address, and the 
reception of the report of the Special Commission. The 
circumstances were all favourable to a possible burst of 
enthusiasm. And yet, keenly fought as the issues raised 
have been, no close observer can say that the tone 
of the House has been other than languid. Never during 
the history of the present Parliament has a Session 
opened in so dead-alive a fashion. The cause is not far to 
seek. The determination of partisans on both sides has not 
abated one jot. But it is one thing for a man to have made 
up his mind, and quite another for him to retain his interest 
in the process of making it up. In truth, the public is now 
only impatient to deliver its verdict, whatever that verdict 
may be, on the case as regards Ireland, which has been 
presented to it from both sides ; and even now it is beginning 
to interest itself in those other and even greater social 
problems which must be dealt with when the Irish question 
has been solved. 
It is impossible to doubt that the Liberal party has now 
a great opportunity, an opportunity which if not seized will 
slip from it. That party is the party of progress ; its mission 
is ever to advance beyond old positions, and to fulfil its duty 
not merely negatively by destroying the barriers to progress, 
but affirmatively by undertaking the business of constructive 
legislation. ‘There are not only thousands but hundreds of 
thousands among the electorate who are seeking for light, and 
who now look to the Liberal leaders to discharge this function 
and to discharge it in a manner which inspires confidence. 
There is, as far as can be judged, a general desire that the 
claims of labour should be vindicated as against capital and 
land. But the contrast between the sympathy with the 
first dock strike and the want of sympathy with the sub- 
sequent gas strike, shows that, whatever may be said to 
the contrary by the self-constituted apostles of labour, the 
attitude of the vast majority of the public is a judicial 
one. Its support will not be gained by taking a particular 
side merely because it is a particular side. The business of 
the Liberal leaders, whoever they may be and whatever their 
position, is to lead, and not to make terms for the sake of 
gaining this or that body of support. Such bargains confer at 
least an unreliable title to the votes of those with whom they 
are made, and simply tend to alienate the great mass of in- 
different people who have no strong opinion, but give their 
suffrages to the party of progress only when they think that 
that party is in the right. If the leaders show that they have 
at once convictions and a policy; if they can convince the 
country that they are men who know what they aim at, and 
are not to be driven into this and that concession which 
ought not to be made, we believe that they will be found to 
possess the goodwill of a large majority of the electors. In 
saying that the members of the Liberal party in the House 
must lose no opportunity of showing that they are men of 
resolute purpose, we are far from making reflections upon these 
members as a whole. Whether or not their sympathies lie in the 
direction of fostering the policy of State interference, most 
men will admire the stern determination to refuse, excepting 
for sufficient reasons, to sanction any legislative experiment 
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on the existing relations of labour and capital which Mr, 
Morley showed, in the autumn, at Newcastle and the Eighty 
Club. There are indications, too, in the list of notices of 
motion which already appears on the Order Book of the 
House that there are not a few among the younger Liberal 
members who are determined, not only to follow in his 
footsteps, but, consistently with principle, to give practical 
shape to the aspirations in the direction of equality of 
opportunity which he has so fervently expressed. It is not 
enough to criticise the crude propositions which are forced 
upon weak men in the House by stronger spirits outside it. 
The Tories can do that if they can do little else. Our duty 
is to think out and develop the constructive social policy 
required by the circumstances amid which we live; and 
according as we succeed or fail in fulfilling it we shall find 
ourselves in a majority or a minority in the country. 


COUNT ANDRASSY. 

‘THE Austro-Hungarian Empire is in mourning for its 
greatest statesman and most distinguished citizen. In 
1849 he was sentenced to death as a traitor and hanged in 
effigy, which the Austrian authorities thought in their folly 
was better than not hanging him at all. He died on Tuesday 
in his native Hungary, full of years and honours, a splendid 
example of the connection which too often exists between real 
patriotism and nominal treason. In order to crush the 
struggle for Hungarian independence, the Austrian Govern- 
ment stooped to the humiliation of begging for Russian assist- 
ance. The Federal Constitution drawn up by the late Count 
Beust, under which Julius Andrassy became Chancellor of 
the Empire, redounded as much to the honour of Austria as 
the events of 1849 had to her disgrace The Austrian policy 
of 1848 and 1849 was as strongly condemned in England as 
England’s treatment of Ireland is condemned by the Liberal 
opinion of Europe now. In 1850 Marshal Haynau, who 
directed ladies to be flogged, was mobbed and beaten by the dray- 
menof Messrs. Barclay and Perkins. Lord Palmerston wasasked 
what he thought of this audacious outrage upon the dignity of 
an Austrian soldier. He replied that he entirely disapproved 
of the methods which the draymen had adopted. They 
were very wrong, he said, to strike the good general. They 
should have roped him in a blanket and then rolled him 
in the gutter. ‘The sympathy which Englishmen have always 
felt with revolution against arbitrary power, and their hearty 
detestation of despotism even when unaccompanied by 
cruelty, has not hitherto applied to Ireland. But the old 
order changes, and Mr. Gladstone has conferred an inestim- 
able benefit upon his country by enabling us to see ourselves 
as others see us. Four years and a half ago, in the soundest and 
wisest speech he ever made, Lord Salisbury expressed a wish 
that it might prove feasible to establish between England and 
Ireland some such relation as that which unites Austria and 
Hungary. An arrangement of that kind would deserve the 
epithet Separatist far more than Mr. Gladstone’s Bill, and 
Lord Salisbury was right in rejecting it as impracticable. But 
he abandoned it reluctantly, and the reluctance was as 
creditable to him as the desire, supposing, as we readily 
do suppose, that he had some higher object than the mere 
purchase of the Irish vote. The Austrian Parliament 
is not sovereign, the Hungarian Parliament is not subordi- 
nate, and the combined Delegations deal exclusively with 
the department of foreign affairs. The personal power of the 
Emperor-King—Emperor in one country and King in the 
other—provides a cohesive force which a democratic commu- 
nity would neither acknowledge in theory nor tolerate in 
practice. But the lesson of Count Andrassy’s life and the 
secret of his success lay in his devotion to that national 
principle which no Monarch and no Minister has ever neg- 

lected without disastrous consequences to himself or others. 
Although few events in Count Andrassy’s career were so 


honourable to him.as this convietion, and the capital sentence 
which followed it, his administrative labours only began after 
the victory of Prussia over Austria in 1865. Then at last 
were conceded the Hungarian Legislature and Executive, 
which even Austrian Liberals like Herr von Schmerling 
had previously refused. They had been denied to 
justice; they were yielded to necessity. They were with- 
held in spite of discomfiture in argument; they were 
granted after defeat in war. The most complacent and 
self-satisfied of our so-called Unionists look with a superior 
smile of pitying contempt upon the stupidity and obstinacy of 
the Hapsburgs and their advisers thirty years ago. ‘“ Few 
are the partisans of departed tyranny.” Fewer still are those 
who take themselves the advice which they generously and 
lavishly bestow upon their neighbours. Andrassy’s yet more 
illustrious colleague, Francis Dedk, having, like Mr. Cobden, 
refused office, Andrassy himself became Prime Minister of 
Hungary, a post in which his brilliant abilities, together 
with his Liberal opinions, enabled him to improve the political 
position of his countrymen, and to stimulate their feeling for 
progress with amazing rapidity. On the resignation of Count 
Beust after the Peace of Versailles, and the revival of 
the German Empire in a new shape, this former rebel and 
traitor succeeded him in the splendid office of Imperial 
Chancellor. Neither the present Emperor nor any of his 
predecessors ever had a better servant. When he retired 
ten years ago, after ten years of power, he left the Empire 
far more influential in the councils of Europe than it was 
in 1870, or than it is in 1890. Next to Prince Bismarck and 
Lord Beaconsfield, Count Andrassy was the principal figure at 
the Congress of Berlin in 1878. The Andrassy note, which 
led to no definite result, has little more than an antiquarian 
interest. But the Austrian occupation of Bosnia and the 
Herzegovina, which was extremely unpopular at the time in 
both parts of the Empire, and which was resisted in Bosnia 
by an armed rising, was carried out by Andrassy in spite 
of the public and the Court. To this day the effects of 
that policy remain, for good or for evil, as a hindrance 
to the advance of Russia in the Balkan peninsula, The 
alliance between Germany and Austria-Hungary, which 
dates from 1879, was also the work of Count Andrassy. But 
he was a true Hungarian, and the best portion of his life was 
spent for Hungary. <A great nobleman, a somewhat cynical 
philosopher, a cool and sagacious man of the world, he was 


‘also a true patriot from the cradle to the grave. Although 


he withdrew from the political arena before he was sixty, and 
died before he was seventy, he did enough for his country as 
well as for fame. 

No character of our day and generation illustrates more 
emphatically or more brilliantly the important facts that a 
loyal traitor is sometimes the truest patriot, and that Home 
Rule is no synonym for disunion. 


THE GREAT COLLAPSE. 

THE report of the Parnell Commission has done us one 

ill turn. It has probably intimidated even Mr. Goschen 
from proceeding to the Dissolution in the autumn for which 
the Cabinet were undoubtedly laying their parallels. It is 
a sufficiently bitter humiliation for them, after erecting a 
State tribunal to deal with the high crimes and misde- 
meanours of sixty-five members of Parliament, to have to 
face the House of Commons with a meek motion that 
the Report be entered on the minutes, like some con- 
tribution to the literature of a parish vestry, and that 
the usual vote of thanks be tendered to the presiding officers 
for their dignified conduct in their chairs. Fancy the ir- 
peachment of Strafford or of Warren Hastings ending with so 
preposterous a so/vuntur risu tabule /—and these were only 
individual officials, while the sixty-five impeached members 
speak and act for five millions of people in Ireland or Great 
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Britain, and twelve or fourteen millions more in America and 
Australia. The vote of Mr. John Aibert Bright, in the Privi- 
lege Division, has probably warned the Cabinet that they dare 


' not ask even their own hidebound supporters in the House 


of Commons to do more than take formal note that a 
certain Blue-book has been added to the archives of the 
House, and present their compliments to the gentlemen 
who were at the trouble ef drawing it up. If they were 
to face the constituencies with such a conclusion of the 
greatest and basest impeachment proceedings of the cen- 
tury, their candidates would be flattened out as hopelessly 
as the Zimes leading articles have been flattened out since 
the night of the rush of members to the Vote Office for the 
Report. Their majority would perish of mere public scorn 
alone. It is easy to credit Sir Richard Webster’s assurance 
at Oxford that the Government had no inkling of the 
character of the Report until they scrambled to the Vote 
Office for it with the common ruck of members and news- 
papermen. Their confidence in their chosen tribunal 
appears to have wofully misled them. They were basking in 
anticipations of wooing the country in Mr. Goschen’s shower 
of gold; and if, in addition to Mr. Balfour's impudent 
picture of the Ireland of the Arthurian legend, they could 
go to the polls with a Judges’ Report even slightly 
tinged with the diabolical hues with which the Zimes had 
bedaubed the Irish leader and his party, there might still be 
some hope of snatching another lease of Tory power before 
their present uneasy majority is quite cowed and hacked to 
pieces at the bye-elections. As soon as the pages of the Report 
were turned over, the prospects of an Autumn Dissolution were 
over. By snipping out a half-sentence or so here and there, 
the scissors-editor of Houston’s ill-starred Loyal and Patriotic 
Union may compose a pamphlet that will satisfy the intelli- 
gence of the Primrose Dames ; but Mr. Smith’s motion is a 
piteous confession that his old friend Mr. Walter has put his 
two feet in it badly, and that nothing remains for Tory 
gentlemen who do not share Sir Richard Webster’s hardihood 
nor his fees, but to bury the Report decently in the interest of 
what in the Smithsonian tongue is known as “the general 
convenience of members and of the House.” We shall 
therefore have to wait longer for a larger majority at the 
General Election, and that is the sole practical outcome of 
three years of ferocious journalistic and Parliamentary defama- 
tion of the representatives of Ireland. For the rest we shall 
have to wait until public inquiry can be turned from the 
charges which are found to be infamously false to the 
question whose is the guilt of concocting and of abetting 
them. 

The Judges set forth frankly the one-sided character of 
their Commission. They were forbidden to inquire into the 
causes of the Parnellite movement, or into its results. That 
did not disqualify them for trying the Z7mes’ definite charges 
that Mr. Parnell was in league with the Phoenix Park assassins, 
and that the movement was based upon murder and outrage, 
systematically organised and paid for by the League. These 
charges they have sifted to the bottom, and found to be 
villainous falsehoods. Upon the only questions that remained 
—those relating to the tendency and tone of the agitation— 
they were not more, but less, qualified to form an opinion 
than any three intelligent members of a village club; _be- 
cause the Judges have been plied for nearly twelve months 
with doses of Scrab Nally’s speeches and with the details 
of every criminal deed that could be raked out of the 
criminal calendars of the past ten years, while the terms of 
their Commission forbade them to look at these things in the 
larger perspective in which every newspaper-reader can see 
them for himself, as the blots upon a movement whose 
essential history is that, finding 400,000 Irish people sub- 
sisting upon public charity in 1879, and the whole agri- 
cultural population as subject to the whim of the land- 
lords as the rabbits in their warrens, it has succeeded 
in giving the Irish people personal independence, legal 


security for their property and the promise and potency of 
complete self-government :—finding the youth of the country 
banded in secret conspiracy fer armed insurrection, it has 
changed them into ardent believers in a frank and hearty 
democratic union with the British people. Upon the one 
finding, therefore, which does not give the Zimes the lie in its 
throat—viz., that boycotting, as it was practised in the first tumul- 
tuary months of the Land League, did not always act asa pre- 
ventive of crimes of violence—the Judges and the Parnellites 
are entirely in accord ; while, as to the inferences from that fact, 
the Judges acknowledge themselves to be in no better position 
to form a judgment than any three staid Tory gentlemen who 
might be commissioned to try the French Revolution by the 
speeches of Fouquier Tinville, or the devilries of the ‘weurs a 
cing francs, who in any one morning’s work took more lives 
than have been lost in the whole course of this ten years’ 
national agony. The supreme fact as to the Commission is that 
it has not elicited a single material circumstance which was not 
known to the Tory party when they allied themselves with Mr. 
Parnell against Coercion, and opened clandestine negotiations 
with him for an Irish Parliament. The Zimes attracted 
attention to its charges solely by vociferating that it was pre- 
pared with revelations which would horrify the English mind. 
The English mind has been horrified, but horrified to find 
that “the revelations” were the most abominable mass of 
perjury and forgery ever presented to British credulity 
since the days of the Popish Plot. All that is not 
found to be tainted with perjury was already nauseously 
familiar to every reader of old newspapers—as trite and un- 
profitable a theme of debate as the schoolboys’ ancient 
wrangle as to the respective military qualities of Napoleon 
and of Julius Cesar. The Commissioners come to the 
solemn conclusion that Mr. Davitt was a Fenian nearly 
twenty years aftera British jury came to the same conclu- 
sion, and twelve years after he completed seven years’ 
penal servitude for the “crime” which the Zimes now 
flourishes as a discovery worth all the penalties of its in- 
famous labours. The Commissioners, with grave faces, 
report that Mr. Parnell and his colleagues are open to 
an indictment for conspiracy to impoverish Irish land- 
lords ; and the Zimes chortles as though the British public 
had not learned ten years ago that an indictment of this very 
nature had been presented to a jury and two judges, with the 
result that ten of the jurors were for acquittal, and that both 
a Liberal and a Tory Parliament have since pronounced 
triumphant verdicts of acquittal by passing Land Acts which 
have impoverished the Irish landlords far beyond the figure to 
which the Land League first proposed to cut down their mur- 
derous exactions. That the Zimes should be forced to get up a 
forlorn enthusiasm about those ancient legends, as though they 
were startling disclosures wrung out of a dark band of conspira- 
tors bythe unrivalled detective machinery of the Zimes, is almost 
pathetic, taken in connection with the boisterous promise of 
bloodcurdling revelations with which it once dared Mr. 
Parnell to face the cross-examiner. The Judges finding that 
seven other persons with myself joined the Land League 
movement with the object of using it to bring about total 
separation is the one solitary crumb of comfort our accusers 
have got out of their stupendous task of defamation ; but, if 


_it gratifies their malice, it redoubles the embarrassment of 


the Government. The Zimes is quite right in holding 
that if the charge is true it is treason, and what the 
penalties of treason are we know, considering that one 
of the Irish Party, Mr. J. F. O’Brien, was before now sentenced 
to be hanged, drawn, and quartered. Why does not Mr. Smith 
demand our heads upon a charger instead of taking the 
Report as read, like the directors’ report at a railway meeting ? 
Why does he not at the very least demand the traitors’ ex- 
pulsion from the bosom of Parliament? Does any sane 
human being doubt that he would do so, if he believed there 
was truth or substance in the Judges’ psychical researches 
into our state of mind ten years ago? As at present 
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advised, I fancy Mr. Smith is perfectly aware that the British 
public are less in the mood to demand that our corpses 
should dangle from a gallows than to demand that a certain 
old friend of his should publicly stand in the pillory for 
criminal libels the foulest, most cruel, and most treasonable 
to the peace of this Empire that have ever sullied the English 
name ; and, if Mr. Walter’s public penance would leave any- 
thing wanting to the complete vindication of justice, it would 
be a row of Mr. Smith’s own colleagues pilloried side by side 
with their discredited secret ally and branded like him on the 
forehead with the Scarlet Letter. WILLIAM O'BRIEN. 


THE MISUSE OF OUR CHARITABLE ENDOWMENTS. 


“ A VOLUNTARY School Manager” has recently been com- 

plaining in the Zimes that the Charity Commissioners 
have been adding to “their established reputation for meddle- 
some imbecility by devising a new scheme to divert Betton’s 
Charity from the support of voluntary to that of undenomin- 
ational schools; in other words, from religious to irreligious 
education.” This letter, and some other utterances which I have 
seen on the subject, induced me to think that some account of 
the present legal position of Betton’s Charity, and many similar 
endowments, may be of public interest. 

I am not writing because the Charity Commissioners are 
committing “a violation of the testator’s will,” or “ robbery,” or 
“a wanton and abominable outrage on the rights of property 
and the will of a dead man,” or “spoliation and destruction for 
all time, with no redress, no appeal to a higher authority on the 
part of those robbed.” Flowers of speech like these are very 
familiar to persons whose duty it is to handle endowments, 
and they have little relation to facts. They merely mean that he 
who utters them prefers to keep up existing arrangements, and, 
being angry, unpacks his heart with words. But the passage 
of general charity funds, by the road of judicial decisions, under 
the control of the Established Church, and their emancipation 
therefrom, in which process this scheme is one step, form an 
interesting, though minute, bit of history, and present one 
illustration among many how the distribution of political power 
moulds silently, by little and little, a number of social arrange- 
ments. 


Betton’s endowment was created in 1723. The objects. 


were :—As to half—for the redemption of British slaves in 
Turkey and Barbary; as to one quarter—for the maintenance 
of schools in London and its suburbs, “ where the education is 
according to the Church of England ;” and as to the remaining 
quarter (after providing £10 a year for a chaplain)—for decayed 
freemen of the Ironmongers’ Company. 

The slave moiety was useless, and so remained till the year 
1846, when, after seventeen years of litigation, a scheme was 
made for it, with its large accumulations, by the Court of 
Chancery. That scheme directed the Ironmongers’ Company, 
who were and are the trustees, to apply the income in small 
donations to Church of England elementary schools in England 
and Wales. 

In this way, property given for the redemption of slaves came 
to be appropriated to the education of poor children in schools 
attached to the Established Church. It is true that when Betton 
gave aid to schools, he said they should be Church schools. But 
he also said they should be London schools ; and why, in substi- 
tuting schools for slaves, judges should have rejected the guidance 
of local limitation, while they accepted that of &cclesiastical 
limitation, is not easy to explain, except on considerations taking 
a wider range than the terms of Betton’s will. It is of interest to 
see what they were. : 

In the year 1842 was decided the case of Bury School, 
where the Court had to deal with funds given for the town 
and poor of Bury. It was determined to apply them in 
erecting schools, and the Attorney-General proposed to give 


religious instruction by reading the Scripture lessons used in the 
Irish National Schools, and such parts of the Bible as the trustees 
should think proper. The trustees insisted that the teachers 
should be of the Established Church, that they should teach 
Church doctrines, and that certain attendances at Church worship 
should be required of the scholars. The judge was Vice-Chan- 
cellor Knight-Bruce. He laid down: first,that any scheme of educa- 
tion without religion would be worse than a mockery ; and secondly, 
that the Attorney-General’s plan did not provide for religious in- 
struction at all. “ If education,” he said, “ of course including reli- 
gious instruction, is to be provided for, 1 apprehend it must be 
according to the doctrines and principles of the English Church. 
I know no other standard or guide to which the Court can resort.” 
He ordered that all masters and teachers should be members of 
the Church of England ; that every school-day instruction should 
be given in reading and explanation of the Scriptures, and every 
Sunday in Church doctrines to children of Church parents ; and 
that the scholars should attend church twice every Sunday, but 
with a provision by which the children of Nonconformists might 
be excused from attendance. 

In this way a general gift for the inhabitants of Bury was con- 
verted into an appanage for the Established Church—the judge 
setting down two great systems of education (for I believe that 
the British and Foreign Schools were much on the same footing 
as the Irish National Schools) as being “ worse than a mockery.” 
Vice-Chancellor Knight-Bruce was a judge of exceptional ability, 
accomplishments, and experience, and I have no doubt that he 
correctly expressed the views traditional and current among the 
class of which he was an eminent member. They could not 
conceive of education established by public funds unless the 
distinctive doctrines of the Church of England were superadded 
to it. 

The culminating point was reached in the case of Ilminster 
School. The trust property there was given in the year 1549, 
partly for maintaining a schoolmaster, for instruction as well in 
godly learning as in other learning, and partly for repairing high- 
ways and other local purposes. The Church party objected to 
the appointment of a Dissenter to be a trustee of this mixed en- 
dowment, in the gift of which there was not a word about the 
Church. Nobody doubted that, if it was a Church charity, Dis- 
senters must be excluded from the management. On the 
question whether it was a Church charity, there was remarkable 
variety of judicial opinion. Lord Romilly thought not, and 
appointed some Dissenters. Lords Justices Knight-Bruce and 
Turner thought it was, and discharged the Dissenters. In the 
House of Lords, Lords Campbell and Cranworth agreed with 
Lord Romilly, and Lords Wensleydale and Chelmsford agreed 
with the Lords Justices, whose decision, as the House was equally 
divided, stood affirmed. 

Putting these two decisions together, the result is that every 
endowed school (not expressly devoted by the donor to some 
other community) must be a Church school, though established 
out of funds common to all; and that every endowment com- 
prising a Church school must be administered exclusively by 
Churchmen. That result was reached through accretions to 
the law, made by decisions of learned men belonging to the class 
of Churchmen—made, no one can doubt, in perfect good faith, 
and without an idea in the minds of the judges that any other 
system was desirable than the one in whose atmosphere they 
lived. The idea that the system was unjust is not of legal but of 
political growth ; and such ideas had no chance of prevalence till 
the middle class had been for some years in possession of political 
power. 

But, however good the intention of the decisions, they were 
unjust, and their effect was very bad. In places where an in- 
tolerant Church party was in the ascendant, regulations were 
made oppressive on Dissenters, and great irritation arose. The 
controversy was ended by the passing of the Endowed Schools 
Act in 1869. 


I do not know whether it was the Ilminster case which 
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brought home to Lord Cranworth’s mind the conviction that the 
rules of law were unjust. But he was a man who, making little 
display, brought a rare amount of common sense and a very calm 
judgment to the opportune promotion of those small reforms 
which are wanted ever and anon to keep the law in touch with 
social requirements. In the year 1860 he framed and, after much 
discussion, passed a measure by which all trustees of endowed 
schools were bound to make provisions such as are now known as 
“ conscience clauses,” unless in the instrument regulating the en- 
dowment the scholars were expressly required to learn the doc- 
trines or formularies of some particular sect, church, or deno- 
mination. That did not remedy the injustice already done by 
Chancery schemes, but it stayed the growth of the mischief. 

In 1869 the time was riper, and the Endowed Schools Act 
passed. That Act, among other highly beneficial reforms, 
strengthened the provisions of Lord Cranworth’s Act and en- 
larged their range, by ordering the Endowed Schools Commis- 
sioners (now the Charity Commissioners) to insert conscience 
clauses in every scheme they make. 

Those who have followed this dry statement will see how 
Betton’s Charity has been affected by law. The slave moiety 
originally had nothing to do with any religious or ecclesiastical 
views ; it was for British slaves. The Chancery scheme turned 
it into a Church endowment. Lord Cranworth’s Act did not 
touch it, because the Chancery scheme was an instrument regu- 
lating it and requiring denominational education. The Endowed 
Schools Act reverts to the Founder's directions, and requires that 
the conscience clauses shall be applied to it without exception. 
As regards the quarter given to London schools, the endowment 
is denominational, and the conscience clauses cannot be wholly 
applied except with the consent of the Ironmongers’ Company. 

What the scheme does is to assign £2,000 a year to be spent 
in London, and to apply the remainder to parts of England and 
Wales which are lacking in educational endowments. The 
London portion is to be applied thus :— £100 year is to be spent 
on instruction in Church doctrines in London elementary schools, 
and with the residue there is to be established a Polytechnic 
Institution, called the Borough Road or Ironmongers’ Institute. 
So far as the funds dealt with represent the slave moiety, the 
Commissioners are compelled by law to apply the conscience 
clauses 7 foto. So far as the funds represent the quarter given to 
London schools, the Commissioners may apply those clauses 
in toto if the Ironmongers’ Company assent. As I read the 
scheme, the clauses will work on the whole funds except as regards 
£100 a year. I presume therefore that the assent of the com- 
pany has been given where necessary. 

I observe that the wrathful School-Manager who writes to the 
Times pronounces an opinion that the Endowed Schools Act has 
been, on the whole, beneficial. It has been very beneficial in- 
deed, and with much less drawback than is usual with new 
arrangements in this imperfect world. One signal benefit conferred 
by it has been a great abatement of strife between Churchmen and 
ethers. The conscience clauses, like the Toleration Act, are 
illogical and clumsy; they are in fact a compromise, favourable 
to the Church, but practically redressing much of the injustice 
which the tribunals had committed. They have worked with 
great smoothness and effect, and have justified the confidence of 
their author—Mr. Forster—both as regards endowed schools and 
elementary public schools, that what was called “the religious 
difficulty” would die away. It is a strange state of mind which 
can acquiesce in the absorption by a dominant sect of funds 
given for all without distinction of sect, and yet can cry out 
“ Robbery,” “Outrage,” and the rest of it, when the injustice is 
being redressed. But this spirit is common enough in several 
departments of human affairs ; though, I am glad to think, not so 
common as it used to be. 

I hear it said that some zealots of the Church are trying to 
upset the compromises of 1869 and 1870. No doubt they will 
be eagerly met by zealots on the other side, and they will probably 
find that the spread of knowledge and of power which operated 


to change the course of law between 1842 and 1869 has increased 
in range and in force, and that attempts to narrow the basis of 
our public education by sectional restrictions will only result in 
making it wider. HOBHOUSE, 


AUSTRALASIAN FEDERATION. 


T cannot fail to have attracted the attention of those who are 


seriously interested in the political future of our kinsmen at . 


the Antipodes, that at the recent Federation Conference in 
Melbourne, the word Australian, and not Australasian, was em- 
ployed in the wording of the main resolution, which was moved 
by Sir Henry Parkes and carried unanimously. Yet New Zealand, 
which is the most important member of the outer Australasian 
group of what Sir Charles Dilke terms our South Sea Colonies, 
had two representatives at the Conference. Moreover, one of 
them, Captain Russell, brought forward a specific motion “ pro- 
viding for the admission into the Union of the more remote Aus- 
tralasian colonies, at such times and under such conditions as 
might hereafter be agreed upon.” It is still more noteworthy 
that the Hon. Alfred Deakin, of Victoria, in his subsequent 
motion for the appointment by the various Legislatures of 
a “National Convention” to draw up during the present 
year a scheme for the Federal Constitution, employs the 
wider term Australasian. As Mr. Deakin’s resolution was like- 
wise adopted, it seems to be intended that not only New 
Zealand, but the Fiji Archipelago and British New Guinea, 
are to be represented at this “national Australasian Con- 
vention.” This discrepancy between the wording of the two 
resolutions may perhaps be accounted for by the fact that Sir 
Henry Parkes, wishing, at his advanced age, to claim the 
honour of solving a great political problem, thought it wise to 
simplify his task as much as possible. It may also have 
arisen from the fact that he is desirous of maintaining the 
consistency of his position in standing outside the “ Federal 
Council of Australasia.” For that very reason, probably, Mr. 
Deakin, who, like the majority of Victorians, has been an ardent 
upholder of the Federal Council, prefers the more comprehensive 
scheme of an Australasian Federation which should bind the 
whole of our South Sea Colonies into one powerful union. 

To many of the more cautious and circumspect of Colonial 
politicians Mr. Deakin’s scheme will seem visionary. And yet 
the arguments that Sir Henry Parkes used on behalf of a mere 
Australian federation apply a fortiori to an Australasian federation. 

“ Among the great objects requiring central government,” he 
declared “two of the most important related—firstly, to the 
Asiatic races, because it was impossible. to foresee what political 
or social changes might take place in China, and how they might 
affect Australia ; and secondly, to the Pacific Islands, because 
Australia should be mistress of the Southern Seas.” Surely Sir 
Henry should here have used the word Australasia. 

We must however, it seems to me, be prepared, if anything 
of a practical nature is to arise out of these Antipodean 
conferences and conventions, to expect—at all events, at 
first—an Australian and not an Australasian federation. As 
Sir Henry Parkes clearly sees, the difficulties in the way 
of welding the five Colonies of the mainland and Tasmania 
into one State are sufficiently great to tax all the 
resources of colonial statesmen. Faint echoes have already 
reached us of grave differences on the all-important fiscal ques- 
tion. Victoria, the parent of Protection in Australia, is now all 
for intercolonial Free Trade; while South Australia, which has 
only recently adopted a Protective tariff, is not at all inclined to 
remove those barriers against her neighbours’ products. On this 
point one of the representatives at the Conference maintained that 
the revenue from the Customs was inadequate to pay the interest 
on the total public debts in all the Colonies. It is true Sir Henry 
Parkes, speaking on behalf of his own Colony, declared that 
“New South Wales was prepared to go into this national union 
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without making any bargain and without stipulating for any ad- 
vantage whatever, trusting in the good faith and justice of a 
Federal Parliament.” Furthermore, he declared in his somewhat 
grandiose way, that the “ question of a common tariff was a mere 
trifle.” 

It is, however, self-evident that to speak of an Australian 
Dominion in which the provinces are divided by hostile 
custom-houses, is simply to play with words, and an idle 
mockery. Lord Derby, writing to a correspondent on this very 
subject, in a letter which well deserves publication in full, 
’ observes :—“It is absurd as well as mischievous that com- 
munities, situated as the Australian colonies are, should exclude 
one another’s productions by Custom-House regulations. The 
Americans of the United States, though not free-traders in prin- 
ciple, have at least entire free trade within their own country.” 
Self-evident as the truth of this may be, it may nevertheless 
appear an act of foolish self-sacrifice to the South Australians to 
open their ports freely to the more teeming manufactures of Vic- 
toria. Yet it is equally evident that time will only increase 
these inter-colonial trade rivalries, and that the only thing 
for the “ National Australasian Convention” to do is to face this 
fiscal problem at the outset, and by an overwhelming majority 
decide in favour of inter-colonial free trade. No doubt, as a 
concomitant of this, the Convention will insist on a uniform pro- 
tective tariff against the rest of the world, including the Mother 
Country. Sir Henry Parkes, sturdy old Cobdenite as he is, 
clearly foresees this eventuality, and is prepared to sacrifice Free 
Trade on the altar of Australian Federation. 

Another thorny question which the Convention will have to 
face is the selection of the Metropolis. So far nothing seems to 
be decided, except that the Sydney folk will never consent to 
Melbourne, nor the people of Melbourne recognise Sydney, as the 
seat of government of “ United Australia.” Sir Henry Parkes 
has already declared in favour of Albany, the border-town on the 
Murray. The suggestion of Sir Charles Tupper, who speaks 
from his Canadian experience, that the names of a select number 
of cities and towns should be submitted to the Queen for her final 
decision, is a timely one. 

It remains to say something on the possible change of relations 
between England and Australia when the latter is welded into one 
compact State. There are not wanting those who believe that this 
federation will intoxicate our kinsmen with a sense of their own 


strength, and a consequent desire to free themselves from the. 


trammels of the Empire. Read between the lines, this was the 
moral of a somewhat remarkable article in the Nineteenth Century 
by Sir Julius Vogel on the fancied right of a colony to secede, if it 
chooses, from the Empire. According to Sir Julius, this is an all- 
prevailing political heresy in Australia ; and heseemed to insinuate 
that some of the Colonial statesmen who are now controlling the 
federation movement, are doing so in no friendly spirit to England. 
I remember so cautious and diplomatic an official as Sir Dillon 
Bell, in a public discussion on a paper read by Lord Carnarvon 
before the London Chamber of Commerce, on the “ Mutual 
Duties of England and Australasia in time of War,” expressing 
himself very clearly as to the duty of the Mother Country 
insisting on the fact that the Colonies could not, at their own 
will, be suffered to sever their allegiance. This, he said, should 
be made quite plain before England rendered any further 
assistance to them in such matters as their naval and military 
defence. 

All this implies, I venture to think, a distrust of the great self- 
governing Colonies which is based on a fallacy. So far from 
Australian, still less Australasian, federation weakéning the tie 
between us, I firmly believe that, if we are wise, it will strengthen 
it. The predominant loyalty of all the speakers at the Melbourne 
Conference is one of its salient characteristics. What reason 
have we to suspect the genuineness of Sir Henry Parkes’ splendid 
tribute to the virtues of the Sovereign, or the well-worded loyal 
address to Her Majesty which closed the proceedings on 
Friday last? 


At the same time, it is evident that England must be content 
to permit these aspiring young communities to live in accordance 
with their own social and political necessities. There is no 
weightier lesson in the whole of Sir Charles Dilke’s admirable 
work on the “ Problems of Greater Britain” than in the chapter 
on the future relations of the Colonies and the Mother Country. 
The interference of the shifting politician, who, from time 
to time, fills under our system of party government the partially 
obsolete office of Colonial Secretary, in the domestic concerns of 
any great self-governing colony, is too often still a cause of grave 
annoyance. 

In the case of such a self-willed and powerful federated 
dominion as Australia, it might at any moment imperil the con- 
nection with the Mother Country. Should we, however, continue 
to pursue with unfaltering step the broad path of true Liberalism, 
and suffer our adventurous kinsmen at the Antipodes—who, in 
the span of a single lifetime, have created a nation—to manage 
their own affairs, and refrain from all interference in their domestic 
concerns, then it may be predicted that, through “the crimson 
thread of kinship,” there will be a lasting alliance and an un- 
dying affection between the scattered members of our race. 

A. PATCHETT MARTIN, 


THE JOURNALIST'S DELUSION. 

* Wir did Pope say this?” said Beauclerk to Dr. Johnson, 

one day, after quoting a not very meritorious couplet. 
“ Sir,” was Johnson’s reply, “he hoped it would vex somebody.” 
Apparently we labour under the same suspicion as Pope. Our 
remarks last week on the subject of the new journalism have 
been freely criticised, and in certain quarters an impression 
prevails that it was our intention to “vex somebody.” Nothing 
can be further from the truth than such an idea as this. It was 
not without a set purpose that we made our observations so 
general in their character that some of our critics have accused 
us of having been vague almost to the point of being mean- 
ingless. But our anxiety to avoid the very suspicion of that 
personal offensiveness to which we alluded as being so largely 
characteristic of the new journalism compelled us to’ speak 
strongly on the question as a whole. The English Press 
is a great factor in our national life; it criticises everybody 
and everything. It cannot claim to be exempt from criticism 
itself ; and if it be true that in some respects it has undergone in 
recent years a marked change for the worse, no greater service 
can be done than to call attention to the fact. After carefully 
considering all that our critics have to say in reply to our remarks 
last week, we find that we are only too fully confirmed in our 
strong conviction that there has been a serious change, not for 
the better, but for the worse, in English journalism within the 
last quarter of a century. Indeed, our critics themselves are in 
general agreement with us on this point. It is only upon 
questions of detail that they differ. One finds a distinction 
between the “new journalism” and “modern journalism,” and 
accuses us of having confused the two ; another, whilst accepting 
our general conclusions, asks in triumph how we venture to con- 
demn the substitution of the paragraphist for the journalist at the 
very time when we are printing paragraphs of our own, social as 
well as political, and so forth, and so forth. To all of which the 
answer is obvious and complete. We did not use the words 
“new journalism” in the sense in which they were used by Mr. 
Matthew Arnold, because, as a matter of fact, nobody uses 
them now-a-days in that sense. We used them in the same 
sense as that in which they are used by our new journalists 
themselves—gentlemen who claim for the latest developments 
of their craft the title once applied by Mr. Arnold to something 
very different, and now, at all events, by no means new. As for 
the paragraph, the fates forbid that we, of all people in the world, 
should be accused of undervaluing it. Here and elsewhere we 
have delighted for years in its use, and the readers of THE 
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SPEAKER will have no reason to complain of its absence from 
these pages. It is against the abuse and not the use of the 
paragraph that we protest. When men write paragraphs as Pope 
penned his couplet hoping to “vex somebody ;” when, affecting 
to deal with a grave and complicated question, they settle it in a 
dozen flippant lines ; when in treating of some particular person, 
of whose true character they are absolutely ignorant, they endea- 
vour in the briefest possible space to compress the most offensive 
and impertinent utterances they can devise, they have no right to 
shield themselves behind the fact that other persons also write 
paragraphs of a wholly different character and in an entirely 
different spirit. 

It is against the flippancy, the ignorance, and the insolence of 
much of our contemporary journalism that every journalist who 
seeks to uphold the dignity of his calling is bound to protest. 
That these are the characteristics of too much of our journalism 
now-a-days is a sad but indisputable fact. Journalists themselves 
join the world at large in making complaint of it. Indeed, it is 
curious to see how very sensitive some of the gentlemen 
of the new school are to anything in the shape of 
hostile criticism upon themselves. They, who go about from 
morning till night, ink-pot in hand, splashing little drops 
of darkness at random upon all who come within the purview of 
the paragraph-monger, positively shriek with indignant rage 
when anything which in the remotest degree resembles the same 
treatment is bestowed upon themselves. If, therefore, nobody 
likes this kind of journalism, not even its own professors, would 
it not be wise to say so frankly and to try a different method ? 
But in order to effect any complete change the journalist himself 
must abjure that fundamental error of his regarding his own 
place in the world. Among pressmen of a certain class it seems to 
be held that the mere fact that a man is a journalist makes him 
superior to other people, and entitles him to speak “as one that hath 
authority.” What absurd nonsense is this! The young barrister 
does not on the morrow of his call imagine that he can command 
the attention of the Court of Appeal, or cross swords with the 
foremost men at the bar. The newly-elected member of Parlia- 
’ ment knows full well that before the House of Commons will 
listen to him with patience and respect, he must make good his 
claim in conflict with his peers. But put your half-fledged 
journalist at a desk, with his identity hidden from the public by 
that thin sheet of paper which is the medium by which his 
opinions are conveyed to the outer world, and he will discuss the 
gravest and most difficult problems of State, pronounce sharp 
condemnation upon the most illustrious men of his day, talk 
oracularly at large upon any and every subject, with all the 
easy glibness of a veteran. He may be fresh from college or the 
select academy ; his ideas may be as crude and unripe as those of a 
school-girl in her teens, his knowledge of the world may be con- 
fined to the narrow clique to which he himself belongs, but he 
will air his opinions with no less confidence on this account ; nor 
will the fact lead him to temper his magnificent display of omni- 
science with even a dash of common modesty—such as in real 
life he would be bound to exhibit towards his seniors and his 
superiors. Does not the mere fact that he has acquired a chair 
in a newspaper office entitle him to place himself on terms not so 
much of equality as of superiority with regard to the wisest of 
the men whose policy or actions he criticises ? 

Of course the trick does not impose upon men of the world, 
or upon those who know something of the question which the 
young paragraphist happens to be discussing at the moment. 
These see through the shallow affectation of knowledge and 
authority on the part of the anonymous teacher ; and it is pre- 
cisely because this happens in so many cases that the opinions of 
the Press on grave public questions are now too often treated 
with scant respect in the highest and best-informed quarters. 
But the “general reader”—poor soul !—takes it all upon trust ; 
does not understand that this weighty condemnation of the policy 
of the Ministry or the Opposition has been penned by a young 
gentleman whose knowledge of politics is limited to that which 


he can pick up from a hurried perusal of the morning papers ; 


never imagines that the smart paragraph which is rounded 
off with an insolent quip at the expense of a Gladstone or a 
Hartington has been penned by someone whose knowledge of 
the careers of those statesmen does not extend further back than 
the brace of years in which he has been “ writing for the press” ; 
and, merely because he finds these opinions in print, regards them 
as being of greater value and importance than if they were con- 
tained in the letter of a friend, or uttered in the compartment of a 
railway carriage. It need hardly be said that we can have no 
desire to diminish the value or the efficacy of genuine newspaper 
criticism. All that we ask is that criticism should itself be criti- 
cised ; that the opinion of the anonymous journalist should not of 
itself be regarded as being of more value than the opinion of any 
other “man in the street,” and that weight should only be attached 
to newspaper views when those views are either supported by fair 
argument, or come to us as individual expressions of opinion from 
men whom we have learned to trust. 


RAILWAY PUNCTUALITY. 


‘THE astonishing statistics of punctuality furnished by our 
Southern railway companies at the request of Parliament, 
and published in the Z7zmes of Wednesday last, as well as the 


letters which supplement the return, depend for public favour’ 


rather on the humour which conciliates, than the accuracy that 
constrains, mankind. It was a bright audacity, for instance, to 
endow the passenger service of the South-Eastern with 67 per 
cent. of absolute punctuality over a term of three months! But 
then comes the grim question— What has become of the pas- 
sengers that travelled by those 67 trains? Alas! not one has 
lived to tell the tale ; and a cautious public cannot therefore be 
blamed if almost to a man it travels by preference in that one- 
fifth of a train which is always safe and over thirty minutes late. 
Often in the past has the accomplished statistician given universal 
experience the lie: but if, while the Great Eastern has been 
winning adulation for a punctuality that varied from 38 to 56 per 
cent., the South-Eastern, with a magnificent 67, continues to bear 
a name worse than a dog’s, the value of popular judgment i3 
small indeed. . 

-Parliament asked: for the statistics of twelve months. The 
companies return statistics for three months only. Why? 


| Because : (1) “A very considerable amount of labour and expense 


must be incurred in preparing the return, even for three months ” 
(London, Brighton and South Coast Railway). (2) “ The com- 
pilation of a return for three months will involve considerable 
labour and expense” (London, Chatham and Dover Railway). 
(3) “ No time shall be lost in the preparation of the return, but 
as it will involve much labour and expense, I fear it will be some 
time before I can forward it to you, even for this limited period” 
(South-Eastern Railway). Now it is obvious that on every 
decently conducted railway the time of each train should be 
abstracted month by month, and the percentage of punctuality 
worked out as regularly as clockwork. Clearly on the Brighton, 
South-Eastern, and Chatham lines this analysis is not a regular 
thing, or why this talk of “labour and expense”? 

Moreover, it will be noted that the unanimity of these com- 
panies is like that of the supers in the Cri#c. Why has each hit on 
that particular term “labour and expense”? Because : (1) “ Being 
in some doubt, from the wording of the Order, what was intended 
to be shown by the return, it was thought desirable to discuss 
the subject with the managers of the other southern railways, 
so that our respective returns should be compiled upon the 
same principle” (London, Brighton and South Coast Railway). 
(2) “In consequence of difficulties having arisen with reference to 
the basis on which the return should be made, it was necessary that 
the managers of the southern railways should meet, so that the 
returns of the four companies might be uniform” (London, Chatham 
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and Dover Railway). (3) “A meeting. so as to arrive at 
a proper understanding whereby the return asked for should be 
compiled by each company on precisely the same basis ” (London 
and South-Western Railway). (4) “I found it necessary to dis- 
cuss the subject with the managers of the other railways south of 
the Thames, in order that the return might be compiled if pos- 
sible on a like basis” (South-Eastern Railway). Delicious unison ! 

Of course, the sort of man who never can understand a joke 
will sit down and suggest that as no authentic and regular record 
of the arrival of their trains is kept by these companies, it would 
be instructive to know how the figures presented to Parliament 
have been obtained. He will lose his temper, suspecting the 
67, 65, and 69 per cent. of punctual trains to exist only in the 
“Comic Bradshaw” under the heading of “Trains which start 
and arrive, but do not run” ; and he will worry us with discoveries 
of a remarkable uniformity, not only in the letters, but also in the 
statistics of the Brighton, Chatham, and South-Eastern lines, 
hinting that the dasis sought by the managers in council was 
rather their own reputation than the truth required by Parliament. 

We are much more reasonable. We ask for those passengers, 
or the bones of those passengers, or at least some word of those 
passengers, who during last May embarked on the trains (73% 
per cent.) of the South-Eastern that arrived punctually. For, 
being on intimate terms with the one or two hundred thousand 
who travelled by that one-fifth of a train which was over half an 
hour late, we have sought in vain for one out of those millions 
who were in time. They were in time, but alas! they ave neither 
in time nor space. Something more must be heard of these 
statistics: and we shall be astonished if they do not conceal 
a catastrophe to which the late floods in China will prove a 
bagatelle. 


MINOR EXHIBITIONS. 


F all forms of art-exhibitions, none possesses greater in- 
terest or educational value than the “one-man shows” which 
have grown so fashionable at the private galleries. They afford 
opportunities for studying individual artists, appreciating their 
worth, and realising their meaning, never obtained at mixed 
displays. Two such exhibitions of special interest are at present 

open in London. 

‘At the Fine Art Society’s rooms in Bond Street, Mr. John 
Fulleylove, R.I., shows a series of drawings of Cambridge and of 
the Riviera. Last year this artist, who stands head and shoulders 
above all English water-colourists who attempt architectural 
subjects, gave us a series of Oxford studies ; and with wonderful 
sympathy reproduced the golden-brown and _purple-stained 
masonry, and the “immemorial elms” throwing their broad 
shadows across the brilliant turf, the turf which, in accordance 
with the Christ Church gardener’s recipe given to the inquiring 
American lady, can be produced if “mowed and rolled, and rolled 
and mowed, for thousands of years.” Cambridge does not 
possess quite the same attractions, and the artist has cut his 
paper into smaller squares, and adopted a little crisper and 
brighter method. With keen eye he has noted all’ sorts 
of unsuspected corners of beauty, utilising with happy effect 
bright notes of ruddy local colour perhaps unsuspected, yet 
forcing nothing. Each little drawing is stamped with the artist’s 
own strong individuality, each one is a proof of the purity of his 
colour. 

Solid and substantial are these lordly buildings, but they owe 
none of their massiveness to body-colour ; and the river that washes 
them flows bright and pleasant—water one might swim in—the 
effect being obtained at once with directness and simplicity, and 
left untouched and untroubled. The drawing of the architecture 
is free and delicate. Whether we look at the “ Entrance from the 
Backs, Clare,” “The Great Court, Trinity,” “ King’s Chapel Interior,” 
* John’s Library,” “The Fitzwilliam Museum,” “ King’s Parade,” 
“John’s Bridge of Sighs,” or any other of the threescore of 


sketches, we find the same dainty quality, the leading attribute of 
the building subtly felt, be it grace, dignity, or tenderness ; whilst 
the delicate details are always present, though never insisted upon. 
The nature of his subjects has compelled Mr. Fulleylove to 
give us nearly all his central objects in the same plane; but 
whenever the accident ofa rising turret or receding street has 
enabled him to suggest distance, he has done so. These draw- 
ings are charming, and complete as far as they go; if fault be 
found with them, it will be with their smiling monotony of sun- 
light. Cambridge is the very breeding place of thunderstorms, 
and one is tempted to wish to see the dark wing of a noisy cloud 
sweep over some of these quiet grey colleges. In another part of 
the exhibition we are taken to the same artist’s fresh and 
vigorous Southern Europe studies—to Nice, washed by the 
strong blue Mediterranean, brilliant in the hot sun; to the 
Italian ironclads riding in the Gulf of Spezia; or the lonely 
yellow strand where Shelley’s body was cast up by the waves 
to be burned. Mr. Fulleylove also shows several proofs of his 
vigour and skill with lead-pencil. ' 

At the Sign of the Rembrandt Head in Vigo Street, Mr. 
Frank W. W. Topham shows a series of little pictures of Surrey 
scenes and Surrey rustics. They are such subjects as Mrs. 
Allingham’s exquisite brush loves to draw, and are honest, sincere, 
and manly transcripts from Nature, and unidealised portraits of 
simple folk. Mr. Topham secures a pleasant out-of-door effect 
of sunshine, and is happy with the dappled light which tesselates 
a woodland path. His greens and browns would bear the intro- 
duction of some subtler differentiating, and he is richer in pains 
than poetry. 

Mr. C. E. Johnson has chosen a felicitous moment to exhibit 
his pictures at Messrs. Tooth’s under the title of Loch, Moor, and 
Mountain. Landseer’s noble paintings still attract crowds to the 
Grosvenor Gallery, and he, like Mr. Johnson, was a chronicler of 
Highland sport. It is therefore most interesting to note how 
two men both perfectly sincere should, though the whole heaven 
apart in genius and temperament, have treated their subject. 
Mr. Johnson, however much of an artist he may be, is 
always a sportsman—a sportsman in quest of something to kil’, 
He insists that we shall regard his work from that view-point. 
As we look at his unidealised little canvases, faithful records of 
days the painter himself has very keenly enjoyed, we feel the joy 
of a sportsman’s life, the thrilling pleasure of walking over the 
springy heather, whilst the high white clouds sail lazily across 
the August sky, and the granite cairns lift up huge grey 
shoulders from their yellow and purple couches ; we grow excited 
as we watch the stalkers seizing every possible cover to get almost 
within shot of their quarry ; we watch the quivering pointers and 
setters, so correctly drawn, straight as rods from nose to flag-tip, 
directing their masters straight to the unsuspecting grouse ; we 
wonder whether the gillie gaffed that struggling salmon. All 
this is healthy, honest, and good. Of the emotions of animals, cf 
the intelligence of the dogs, of the kingship of the antlered stag, 
of the pathos of the dying or wounded deer, a subject so 
precious to Landseer, he gives us no indication. Mr. Johnson is 
essentially an objective painter. What he has seen he sets down 
in a pleasant manly way; and he has seen just what most 
Englishmen with good eyesight, strong limbs, and capital 
digestion do see in deer, grouse, and salmon-haunted Caledonia. 
All sportsmen will be delighted with the technical accuracy of 
such pictures as “In Amongst Them,” “One Down,” “ Tak’ 
your Time, Sir,” “ Don’t miss him ;” and artists will be pleased 
with the solid painting, and truthful colour. Mr. Johnson is less 
happy in such pictures as “Bringing Home the Stag,” which 
should have been called “ Bringing Home the Venison ;” “A 
Moonlight Ramble,” which suggests the “Children of the Mist,” 
“ Morning,” reminiscent of the “ Monarch of the Glen,” and “ In 
the Sanctuary ;” and for the reasons we have indicated. 

Millet’s “ Angelus” will be seen in London this summer. 
The Americans, who gave the extravagant price of £22,000 for 
this masterpiece at the Secretan sale, were encountered by the 
formidable obstacle of a 33°3 per cent. ad valorem duty when 
they reached their own shores. They decided not to pay it 
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for the time ; but, taking advantage of a law which permitted its 
importation for the purposes of exhibition for six months, have 
arranged to display it in New York for that period, and then bring 
it over here for show purposes for a season. 

“La Vallée de la Toucques,” by Troyon, now on view at 
Messrs. Goupil’s gallery, is probably that artist’s masterpiece. 
Troyon, as a landscape painter, rivalled in breadth and dignity 
any of the Barbizon men, and any of the Dutch masters in 
depicting cattle. 

In Eugéne Piot, Paris has lost a collector and connoisseur of 
the most exquisite taste and greatest shrewdness. He was born 
in 1812, and inherited a fortune of £8,000 from his father, which 
he speedily dissipated. His leisure hours were spent in the 
Louvre. He became the intimate friend of Théophile Gautier, 
and suggested to that great critic the journey to Spain which 
resulted in Gautier’s Voyage en Espagne, dedicated to Piot. 
In 1848 Piot started the luxurious and splendid but short-lived 
Le Cabinet de [TAmateur. He spent much time in Italy, and at 
Venice and Naples his keen eye and consummate knowledge 
enabled him to pick up gems of antique art often for a few 
Napoleons, which he sometimes resold to the Rothschilds and 
others for thousands of francs. He was by no means always in 
haste to realise. In one case he acquired at Naples the famous 
bronze leg of the statue of a runner, for 3,000 francs, and waited 
twenty-five years before he obtained 65,000 francs from the 
British Museum for it. In the space of twenty-three years his 
collection was brought seven times to the hammer. 


FORTUNIO. 


WHEN I was a small boy, my parents lived within three 

miles of Tregarrick, a dead-and-alive little market town, set 
amid wide and sad-coloured moors. It had once a mayor and 
corporation, could speak of Royal visits, and was a noted stage 
for the mail coaches. These glories, however, were of the past: 
the railway came, skirted the moors, and left Tregarrick to itself; 
and now the inhabitants woke up for one day only in the year. But 
that was a gala day ; for Tregarrick goose-fair (which fell in the 
week after Michaelmas) was, as all the world owned, the most 
famous in the West Country. .They cooked a goose there in 
twenty-two different ways ; and as no one who came to the fair 
would dream of eating any other food, you may fancy what a 
reek of cooking would fill the narrow grey street soon after 
mid-day. 

We boys were always given a holiday to go to the goose-fair ; 
and it was on my way thither that I first made Fortunio’s ac- 
quaintance. I wore a new pair of corduroys, that smelt—oh, how 
they smelt !—and squeaked, too, as I trotted briskly along the bleak 
high road ; for I had a bright shilling to spend, and it burnt a hole 
in my pocket. I was planning my purchases, when I noticed, on 
an eminence of the road ahead, a man’s figure sharply defined 
against the sky. 

He was driving a flock of geese, so slowly that I soon caught 
him up ; and such a man or such geese I had never seen. To 
begin with, his rags were worse than a scarecrow’s. In one hand 
he carried a long staff; the other held a small book close under 
his nose, and his lean shoulders bent over as he read in it. You 
could tell by the man’s undecided gait that all his eyes were for 
this book. Only he would look up when one of his birds strayed 
too far on the turf that lined the highway, and would guide it back 
to the stones again with his staff. As for the geese, they were 
utterly draggle-tailed and stained with travel, and waddled, 
every one, with so woe-begone a limp that I had to laugh as I 
passed. 

The man glanced up, set his forefinger between the pages of 
his book, and turned on me a long sallow face and a pair of the 
most beautiful brown eyes in the world. 

“ Little boy,” he said, in a quick foreign way—“ rosy little boy. 
You laugh at my geese, eh?” No doubt I stared at him like a 
ninny, for he went on— 

“Little wide-mouthed Cupidon, how you gaze! Also, by the 
way, how you smell !” 

“It’s my corduroys,” said I. 


“Then I do not like your corduroys. But I like you to laugh. 
Laugh again—only at the right matter: laugh at this——” 

And, opening his book again, he read a long passage as I 
walked beside him ; but I could make neither head nor tail of it. 

“That is from the ‘Sentimental Journey,’ by Laurence Sterne, 
the most beautiful of your English wits. Ah, he is more than 
French! Laugh at it.” . 

It was rather hard to laugh thus to order; but suddenly he 
set me the example, showing two rows of very white teeth, and 
fetching from his hollow chest a sound of mirth so incongruous 
with the whole aspect of the man that I smiled at his very oddity. 

“That’s right; but be louder. Make the sounds that you 
made just now——” 

He broke off sharply, being seized with an ugly fit of cough- 
ing, that forced him to halt and lean on his staff for a while. 
When he recovered we walked on together after the geese, he 
talking all the way in high-flown sentences that were Greek to 
me, and I stealing a look every now and then at his olive face, 
and half inclined to take to my heels and run. 

We came at length to the ridge where the road dives sud- 
denly into Tregarrick. The town lies along a narrow vale, and 
looking down we saw flags waving along the street and much 
smoke curling from the chimneys, and heard the church-bells, 
the big drum, and the confused mutterings and hubbub of the 
fair. The sun—for the morning was still fresh—did not yet 
pierce to the bottom of the valley, but fell on the hillside opposite, 
where cottage-gardens in parallel strips climbed up from the 
town to the moorland. 

“What is that?” asked the goose-driver, touching my arm 
and pointing to a dazzling spot on the slope opposite. 

“ That’s the sun on the windows of Gardener Tonken’s glass- 
house.” 

“ Eh ?—does he live there?” 

“ He’s dead, and the garden’s ‘to let ;’ you can just see the 
board from here. But he didn’t live there, of course. People 
don’t live in glass-houses, only plants.” 

“That’s a pity, little boy, for their souls’ sakes. It reminds 
me of a story—by the way, do you know Latin? No? Well, 
listen to this :—if I can sell my geese to-day, perhaps I will hire 
that glass-house, and you shall come there on half-holidays, and 
learn Latin. Now run ahead and spend your money.” 

I was glad to escape, and in the bustle of the fair quickly 
forgot my friend. But late in the afternoon, as I had my eyes 
glued to a peepshow, I heard a voice behind me cry “little 
boy !” and turning, saw him again. He was without his geese. 

“T have sold them,” he said, “for £5 ; and I have taken the 
glass-house. The rent is only £3 a year, and I shan’t live 
longer, so that leaves me money to buy books. I shall feed on 
the snails in the garden, making soup of them, for there is a 
beautiful stove in the glass-house. When is your next half- 
holiday ?” 

“On Saturday.” 

“Very well. I am going away to buy books; but I shall be 
back by Saturday, and then you are to come and learn Latin,” 

It may have been fear or curiosity, certainly it was no desire 
for learning, that took me to Gardener Tonken’s glass-house next 
Saturday afternoon. The goose-driver was there to welcome me. 

“ Ah, little wide-mouth,” he cried; “I knew you would be 
here. Come and see my library.” 

He showed me a pile of dusty, tattered volumes, arranged on 
an old flower-stand. 

“ See,” said he, “no sorrowful books, only Aristophanes and 
Lucian, Rabelais, Moliére, Voltaire’s novels, ‘Gil Blas,’ ‘Don 
Quixote,’ Fielding, a play or two of Shakespeare, a volume or so 
of Swift, a Horace, Prior’s Poems, and Sterne—that divine 
Sterne! And a Latin Grammar and Virgil for you, little boy. 
First, eat some snails.” 

But this I would not. So he pulled out two three-legged 
stools, and very soon I was trying to fix my wandering wits and 
decline mensa. 
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After this I came on every half-holiday for nearly a year. Of 
course the tenant of the glass-house was a nine days’ wonder in 
the town. A crowd of boys and even many grown men and 
women would assemble and stare into the glass-house while we 
worked ; but Fortunio (he gave no other name) seemed rather to 
like it than not. Only when certain wiseacres approached my 
parents with hints that my studies with a ragged man who lived 
on snails and garden-stuff were uncommonly like traffic with the 
devil, Fortunio, hearing the matter, walked over one morning 
to our home and had an interview with my mother. I don’t 
know what was said ; but I know that afterwards no resistance 
was made to my visits to the glass-house. 

They came to anend in the saddest and most natural way. 
One September afternoon I sat construing to Fortunio out of the 
first book of Virgil’s “ A2neid”—so far was I advanced ; and 
coming to the passage— 


‘* Tum breviter Dido, vultum demissa, profatur 


I had just rendered vudtum demissa “ with downcast eyes,” when 
the book was snatched from me and hurled to the far end of the 


glass-house. Looking up, I saw Fortunio in a transport of | 


passion. 
“ Fool—little fool! Will you be like all the commentators ? 
Will you forget what Virgil has said and put your own nonsense 
into his golden mouth ?” 
He stepped across, picked up the book, found the passage, and 
then turning back a page or so, read out— 


i 
‘‘Seepta armis soliogue alte subnixa resedit.” 


“Alte! Alte!” he screamed: “Dido sat on high: AEneas 
stood at the foot of her throne. Listen to this :—‘ Then Dido, 
bending down her gaze. . . ’” 

He went on translating. A rapture took him, and the sun 
beat in through the glass roof, and lit up his eyes as he went on 
and on. He was transfigured ; his voice swelled and sank with 
passion, swelled again, and then, at the words— 


Que te tam lzta tulerunt 
Szecula? Qui tanti talem genuere parentes?” 


it broke, the Virgil dropped from his hand, and sinking down on 
his stool he broke into a wild fit of sobbing. 

“Oh, why did I read it? Why did I read this sorrowful 
book?” And then checking his sobs, he looked up at me with 
dry eyes. : 

“Go away, little one. Don’t come again: I am going to die 
very soon now.” 

I stole out, awed and silent, and went home. But the picture 
of him kept me awake that night, and early in the morning I 
dressed and ran off to the glass-house. 

He was still sitting as I had left him. = 

“Why have you come?” he asked, harshly. “I have been 
coughing. I am going to die.” 

“Then I’ll fetch a doctor.” 

“ No.” 

“A clergyman ?” 

“ No.” 

But I ran for a doctor. Fortunio lived on for a week after 
this, and at length consented to see a clergyman. I brought the 
Vicar, and was told to leave them alone together and come back 
in an hour’s time. 

When I returned, Fortunio was stretched quietly on the rough 
bed we had found for him, and the Vicar, who knelt beside it, was 
speaking softly in his ear. 

As I entered on tiptoe, I heard— ¢ 

in that kingdom shall be no weeping ——-” 

_ Oh, Parson,” interrupted Fortunio, “that’s bad. I’m so 
bored with laughing, you see, that the good God might surely 
allow a few tears.” 

The parish buried him, and his books went to pay for the 
funeral. But I kept the Virgil; and this, with the few memories 


THE HOUSE OF COMMONS. 
(FROM THE BENCHES.) 

LAst week there seemed to be a notion among some of the 

more fervent Unionists that the Gladstonian party would 
cease to exist on Thursday, the 14th February, on which evening 
‘the Report of the Parnell Commission was to be presented to 
Parliament. Friday’s papers were a fearful revelation to the 
faithful souls who had pinned their faith to the discretion of the 
Times and to the assertions of the Attorney-General. Absolute 
disgust quickly took the place of their radiant hopes. On all 
sides I found Tory gentlemen despondent, and admitting the 
effect of the blow to their cause. And joined to their despond- 
ency there is, 1 am rejoiced to know, a corresponding feeling of 
indignation with the Z7mes, and, sad to say, even with Mr. 


| Smith’s old friend himself. I think, too, that one may say there is 


a feeling of relief among Gladstonians. They realise to the full 
the force of the judges’ condemnation of boycotting, and of the 
Plan of Campaign. But they cannot imagine how the Unionist 
cause is to gain strength from it. The country has made up its 
mind as to the causes of agrarian crime in Ireland, and has faced 
the fact that there is much to forgive and forget. But the rest of 
the report is a magnificent vindication of the personal characters 
of Mr. Parnell and the Irish members in the matter of crime. 
And whatever our Tory friends may say in public, they realise 
perfectly well that the game is up. No one, moreover, appears 
to me to take the report seriously. 

No one believes the Government will take any proceedings to 
give effect to the judgment. I could not find any single anti- 
Home Ruler in favour of a criminal prosecution based upon the 
report. Whereupon we rejoice, because it is surely clear that a 
Government which refuses to prosecute eight politicians declared 
by name to be guilty of what amounts to treason, cannot feel very 
sure of their ground before a jury. And if they do not prosecute, 
they cannot use the report in the country without laying them- 
selves open to obvious and crushing retort.. Mr. Smith has given 
notice of a wonderful resolution by which we are to thank the judges 
for doing their duty, and declare our adoption of the report. For 
myself, I do not see why we should not pass the resolution. Like 
the easy-going gentleman who was ready to sign the Thirty-nine 
Articles, or forty if it was preferred, 1 would adopt as many 
reports as the Government liked, if it would help to make things 
pleasant all round. 

But I am told there will be endless discussion on the proposal. 
The Opposition seem disposed now to ask the House to thank 
the judges and to express their satisfaction that Mr. Parnell 
and his colleagues have been cleared of the more serious part of 
the charges brought against them. One hears nothing at-present 
of any proposition to repay the costs of the Z7zmes. On the 
contrary, the feeling of the House, I should say, is more distinctly 
against it than ever. Remarks have been made upon the 
Attorney-General’s Oxford speech, which many of his own friends 
regard as a mistake. They showed their aoa by their very 
cool reception of him on Monday. 

Apart from the Commission, there is not much talked about. 
Mr. George Wyndham was always good to look at, and by general 
consent we have come to the conclusion that he is good to listen 
to also. Mr. Smith-Barry’s speech is the subject of much con- 
gratulation from his friends. He is evidently a candid person, 
and it was curious to note how in his mind “ we landlords ” has 
taken the place of the “we loyalists” of old. Mr. Chamberlain 
sat like the Sphinx the other night when Sir Henry James spoke as 
the leader of the party. Ifhe felt as he looked, I am sorry for him. 
Nothing, apparently, is too bad to be said about Mr. 
Matthews. His luckless interposition on Tuesday has brought 
unmeasured wrath on his devoted head. Birmingham seems a 
veritable centre for the apostles of discord. I cannot honestly 
congratulate my Tory friends on a town which has given 
them not only Mr. Chamberlain, but Mr. Matthews too. 


that I impart to you, is all that remains to me of Fortunio. Q. 


- The House of Commons is a curious community. After the 
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heat of Tuesday’s Irish debate and division, the news of the death 
of poor Mr. Biggar on Wednesday morning came as an astound- 
ing surprise. At 12 on Tuesday night we had all seen him 
apparently in vigorous health. By early Wednesday morning 
he was dead. The House was unaffectedly shocked, and 
politicians of all shades were expressing regret and sympathy. 
Mr. Biggar, despite all his eccentricities, was a favourite. He 
was our most constant attendant, and his familiar figure will be 
much missed. 


(FROM THE GALLERY.) 

We are still engaged, and likely to be engaged for some days 
more, in the business of thanking Her Majesty for her gracious 
Speech. Unfortunately for the Government, the Opposition, 
while not objecting to the thanks, wish to add to them a series 
of “regrets” involving censure, more or less pronounced, on the 
conduct of the Government. The debate on the Address has 
now come to be a review of the policy of the Government in 
every field of administration, and each amendment on it 
takes the form of a vote of censure. It thus happens 
that we have now more motions affecting the existence of 
the Government crammed into a fortnight than in old times we 
had in a whole session. The discharge of so much heavy 
artillery in the first fortnight of the session does not greatly 
disturb the Ministry. They have got hardened to these multi- 
plied votes of no confidence, and as long as they have their 
majority in attendance they can confront the Opposition with 
considerable equanimity. 

Though there has been some good speaking on the Irish 
amendment to the Address, it has been difficult to impart a great 
interest in the debate. Both sides know that talking is useless ; 
on one side is the argument, on the other are the votes ; and so 
matters will continue till the present Parliament terminates. There 
is no member of the Irish party whom the Tories hate so profoundly 
as Mr. O’Brien. He has fought, and wrestled with, and defeated 
the Chief Secretary, and this in the eyes of the Tories raises him 
to a position of bad pre-eminence. Nevertheless, they are drawn 
by the fascination of Mr. O’Brien’s natural power to come and 
hear him. When he rose to speak on Monday the House was 
crowded. Members listened for considerably over an hour toa 
most damaging attack on the Chief Secretary’s policy. Mr. O’Brien 
speaks with overpowering intensity and fervour. He throws his 
whole soul into his utterances, and they suffer perhaps a little from 
his consuming vehemence in their delivery. They are-all aglow 
with earnestness and passion, and are spoken with a fire and in a 
tone of voice which contrast strongly with Mr. O’Brien’s fragile 
physique. The hon. member, moreover, is a master of style. 
His invective is keen and trenchant, and some of his phrases are 
extremely felicitous. His arraignment of the policy of the 
Chief Secretary was overwhelming. He showed how at every 
point it had met -with failure, and Mr. Balfour, though not very 
pervious to ridicule, writhed and wriggled under Mr. O’Brien’s 
exposure. When Mr. Balfour is mentally disturbed, his legs 
give him a great deal of trouble. He stretches them 
out, he pulls them, he places them against the table, but he 
cannot keep them one moment at peace. During the whole 
of Mr. O’Brien’s speech Mr. Balfours limbs were in a 
condition of constant and irritated movement. Mr. Russell, 
who was put up to reply to Mr. O’Brien, is an orator after 
a fashion. His practice as a temperance lecturer has taught 
him the art of fluent utterance, but in style and delivery he does 
not approach the man whom he attempted to answer. Mr. 
Russell labours under the disadvantage of being a tenant’s repre- 
sentative and a landlord’s advocate. He is, as Mr. O’Brien once 
called him, the “literary emergency man” of the landlords’ com- 
bination, and his speeches seem to want the ring which springs 
from high and lofty purpose. 

Perhaps, however, the great figure at the debate was Mr. 
Smith-Barry. The discussion had centred largely round his 
action on the Ponsonby estate, and at Tipperary. Mr. Smith- 
Barry was in the House of Commons for eight years before 
the present Parliament, but during all that time he was 
a silent member. He took little interest in politics, voted 


steadily with his party, and led the easy life of a country 
gentleman. The land war in Ireland has forced him into public 
activity,and has even taught him howto speak. The House listened 
with attention, for he is the soul and mind of the landlords’ 
combination. The Tories were fiercely sympathetic. There is 
no object that so deeply stirs the Conservative breast as a 
landlord struggling with tenants, and they were prodigal in 
their cheers of Mr. Smith-Barry’s speech. He is no orator; 
but he is evidently a resolute man. He defended his own 
action with a spirit which even opponents could respect. His 
tone was stern and unyielding. He and the League have closed 
in a desperate struggle, and Mr. Smith-Barry proclaimed that he 
would fight to the last. 

The Government reserved the Chief Secretary till the third 
night of the debate, but his speech was a disappointment to his 
friends. In spite of defiant recklessness of assertion, Mr. Balfour 
is evidently losing courage and hope. His treatment of Mr. 
Lefevre was insolent, and revealed a marked deterioration of 
manner. Mr. Balfour has often been cynical, flippant, and even 
offensive, but he has not before descended to a style of retort 
only suitable to the atmosphere of the Discussion Forum. 
Mr. Balfours defence of his administration was spiritless and 
evasive in the highest degree. His speech aroused no enthusiasm 
among his own friends, and the peroration, in which he spoke 
of the “dawn on Ireland brightening into the perfect day,” 
was a piece of tinsel rhetoric of the poorest kind. Mr. T. P. 
O’Connor was put up by the Irish party to reply to the Chief 
Secretary, and he performed the duty with great cleverness 
and power. The Chief Secretary, with an affectation which 
was childish, pretended to ignore Mr. O’Connor’s most effective 
points. While the hon. member was speaking he endeavoured to 
carry on a diligent conversation with Mr. Goschen. When this pre- 
tence could no longer be kept up, he addressed himself to his de- 
spatch-box, toarranging his papersand looking over hismemoranda. 
The Chief Secretary could not, however, blunt the effect of Mr. 
O’Connor’s speech on the House, and especially his lively and rac 


_ account of the conspiracy between the Fourth Party and the Iris 


members to overthrow Mr. Gladstone’s Government in 1885. 
Sir Henry James, appearing for the first time as the leader of the 
Liberal Unionists, threw his shield over the Government. He 
had sneered at Mr. Shaw-Lefevre as a speaker who was not likely 
to stir up even an Irish audience to violent action, and endeavoured 
to arouse the feelings of the House by harrowing accounts of the 
woes inflicted by boycotting. Mr. Morley wound up the debate 
in a speech of remarkable vigour. Every point in it was 
effectively put and went straight home. In one instance 
he smote the Ministerialists with tremendous force. He 
was referring to the monstrous charges brought by the Zzmes 
“ against men who are our colleagues.” Some hot-headed Tory 
shouted, “ Not our colleagues.” “Are they not our colleagues ?” 
said Mr. Morley, no doubt foreseeing the opening which would 
be given him. “No, no,” cried many of the Tories. “Then,” 
said Mr. Morley, with triumphant energy, “why don’t you turn 
them out of the House?” The blow was overwhelming. The 
Liberals cheered to the echo, and the gentlemen who had been 
shouting so lustily a minute or two before were dumb. 


FROM PALL MALL WINDOWS. 


AN OUTLOOK ON MEN AND AFFAIRS. 

Lor SYDNEY, whose death occurred last week, was a per- 

fect specimen of the aristocratic, as opposed to the servile, 
courtier. He had filled every variety of Household office, and 
was an unequalled authority on questions of precedence, rank, 
title, and etiquette. He was also a shrewd man of business, and, 
even when he was out of office, was much consulted by the Queen 
about the management and domestic economy of the Royal 
Household. The Lord Steward’s department is chronically 
bankrupt, and its working expenses are only met by savings 
in the department of the Master of the Horse. This adjust- 
ment of receipts and liabilities, and the consequent shifting of 
responsibility from one set of officials to another, gives rise to a 
host of difficult problems, in which Lord Sydney’s dexterity, per- 
fected by long practice, was of essential service. Lord Sydney was 
a staunch Protestant, and a resolute foe of Ritualistic innovation ; 
and circumstances sometimes made him a kind of lay-bishop on 
a small scale. As Lord Chamberlain in two Administrations, 
he had official control of the Chapels Royal; and when Mr. 
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Gladstone made Lord Kenmare, whois a Roman: Catholic, Lord 
Chamberlain, he delegated his ecclesiastical functions to his 
highly Protestant colleague, the Lord Steward. 

In person Lord Sydney “looked the character” to per- 
fection. He was erect and portly, with fair features, care- 
fully trimmed hair and whiskers, and the dress and manners 
of a fine Gentleman of the Regency. Yet, “in spite of 
all temptations to belong to other”—-political parties, he 
was a consistent and progressive Liberal, and an unfailing 
(though latterly a rather alarmed) supporter of Mr. Gladstone, 
who was constantly his guest in Cleveland Square, at Deal 
Castle, and in the Lord Steward’s official pew in the Chapel 
Royal. 

Lord Sydney’s titles became extinct by his death, and his 
estates in Kent, which are of no great extent, pass (subject to 
Lady Sydney’s life-interest) to his nephew, the Hon. Robert 
Marsham. 

The Constableship of Deal Castle is a pleasant piece of patron- 
age which the Queen keeps in her own hands, and will probably 
bestow on some meritorious gentleman who wants a gratuitous 
residence on the South Coast. . 

For the Lord Lieutenancy of Kent there will be fierce 
competition among the Tory magnates of the county. Lord 
Abergavenny is a formidable claimant, from his insatiable thirst 
for honours, and his knack of thrusting rivals on one side. And 
Lord Darnley, Lord Sackville, and Lord Amherst will all put in 
claims ; but the general favourite, in both senses of the term, is 
Lord Stanhope, a good man of business, universally liked and 
respected. 

Of Lord Lamington there is little to say that has not been 
said already. An amiable, accomplished, and high-principled 
gentleman, his sole title to fame was that Lord Beaconsfield drew 
a ludicrous caricature of him in the cleverest of all his political 
novels. The character of Buckhurst in Coningsby, read with the 
“Recollections of the Dandies” in Blackwood, gives a fair 
notion of the career and qualities of the first Lord Lamington. 

The evergreen Duke of Rutland is now, I believe, the sole 
survivor of “Young England.” He is an honourable and excel- 
lent nobleman, and is endeared to hundreds of his countrymen, 
who never saw his face, by the lyrical extravagances of his 
early youth. A certain couplet on the value of the nobility 
is too well known to bear reproduction; but the same pen 
produced another couplet, which is, I think, much less cele- 
brated than it deserves to be. In a fine prophetic frenzy the 
young bard of Belvoir sees a good time coming for the poor 
and the oppressed— 

‘* Soon shall the lower orders once again 
Feel the kind pressure of the social chain." 
Surely this inspired couplet should be emblazoned in letters of 
gold on the badges and banners of the Primrose League. It is 
not often that a poet or a prophet is permitted to see so literal a 
realisation of his dreams. 

In Sir Louis Mallet, whose death, ascribed to influenza, took 
place on the 17th, at Bath, the country lost one of the most 
efficient and respected, if not one of the most brilliant, of its 
permanent Civil servants. He was the grandson of Mallet du Pau 
(one of the most thoughtful of the Frenchmen who have described 
for posterity the phenomena of the Revolution which they lived 
through), and both in his air and manner, which had a sort 
of formal and slightly precisian dignity, and in the character 
of his mind he preserved marks of his French origin. There 
was a marked strain of French doctrinaireism about him: a 
doctrinaireism very different from the less polished and less 
theoretic, more obtrusively positive though not more essentially 
dogmatic, doctrinaireism of England. Though his highest 
and latest post was that of Permanent Under-Secretary for 
India (he retired from it in 1883) his most important work 
was done at the Board of Trade, where he exercised, from 
1847 to 1872, a powerful influence on the policy and legislative 
proposals of successive Ministers, Next to Cobden, no one had 


so much to do with putting into shape the great commercial 
treaty with France of 1860. -He was a strenuous advocate of 
Free Trade, which did not prevent him from becoming a zealous 
bi-metallist, and his writings on these and other economic topics 
were always distinguished by lucidity of statement and closeness 
of argument. 

In the life of a famous building, as in the life of a man, there 
are crises and turning-points which awaken memories and suggest 
instructive contrasts. The social philosopher need do no more 
than record the fact that Lansdowne House, that ark and citadel 
of exclusive Whiggery, has been bought by Mr. ( harles Wilson, 
_ shipbuilder, and M.P. for West Hull. 


TO PROFESSOR THERSITES. 


‘*JUDGED by the consequences of his policy, and withou regard to his 
intentions, I still hold Mr. Gladstone to be the wickedest Englishman of 
our day and generation."— PROFESSOR TYNDALL, 


A DANIEL come to judgment? Nay, 

The most complacent party spaniel 

That hangs at Tory heels might pray 
Deliverance from such a Daniel. 

Or is there any “ Goody ” old, 
However riotous in rancour, 

Who deems a party faith will hold 
With prejudice for sole sheet-anchor ? 


And yet you seem a sort of sage, 
Slow mellowing on to life’s October. 
You tell us this wild spurt of rage 
Was founded on reflection sober. 
Sober? Thersites in his cups 
Could hardly show more blindly spiteful ; 
Dyspepsia that rashly sups 
Courts nightmare visions scarce more frightful. 


How strange that science should delight 

In venomous denunciation ! 

“ Regions akin to Alpine heights” 

Should yield your soul more elevation. 
We’re not so densely fogged as that 

Where London’s myriad flues are smoking. 
You cannot know what you'd be at ; 

You must, you really must, be joking. 


A militant Professor, “mad,” 
Or with the fury of the chase full, 
Stoops to indulge—'tis very sad— 
In language “ foolish and disgraceful.” 
A pundit in the tantrums so 
May very properly be pitied ; 
Even Gladstonians see it, though 
They may be, as you say, “ thick-witted.” 


Still, though you vented rhetoric hot 

In Belfast town, ’midst Orange hurry, 
After reflection, you should not 

Repeat it “on the moors of Surrey.” 
For if the Scientific Soul 

Is so incapable of cooling, 
Whom shall we look to, to control 

Our common nature’s furious fooling ? 


Darwin you know, probably Kant : 

Should learning’s reservoir find exit 
In sputterings of peevish rant 

Which cannot help the world, but vex it ? 
Calm counsel from the nobly wise 

The busy mob will take, and treasure ; 
Not railings loud and angry cries, 


Void both of modesty and measure. 
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Poised, party-pinnacles above, 
You pose as oracle pragmatic ; 
You deem the people’s honest love 
The foolish zeal of the fanatic. 
Pity that in an age like this 
One who should be our guide sedatest, 
Thersites-like, should think it bliss 
To vent his spleen against our greatest ! 


AN ORLEANIST VIEW OF THE DUC D’ORLEANS. 


Paris, February 19th. 

‘THE readers of THE SPEAKER would be very ill-informed as 

to the effect produced in France by the patriotic coup de téte 
of the Duc d’Orléans if they only listened to the interested 
opinion of the Republican Government and of its journals. They 
would not form a more correct idea of the case by the royalist 
manifestations which the condemnation of the Prince called forth. 
These somewhat puerile demonstrations have a tendency to 
diminish and disturb the favourable current of opinion on the 
side of the young prisoner by the introduction of party-spirit. 
This current of opinion is general; it extends to all classes of 
society, in the country as well as in Paris, especially amongst 
the general public, which is indifferent to the calculations and 
passions of politicians, but readily disposed to take interest in a 
generous chivalrous action in which politics have no place, and 
which has been prompted solely by patriotism. 

The Duc d’Orléans was only seventeen years old when he 
was put under the ban by the law of exile. At that time he had 
not performed any act as a Pretender ; and to-day he is no more 
a Pretender than he was three years ago. He has no rights to 
assert, nor has he a part to play, so long as the Comte de Paris 
is alive. As the Prince declared to the Court, he is “an obedient 
and respectful son,” and he keeps aloof of his own free will 
from politics, which are the business of his father and not his 

concern. 

But on attaining his majority he desired to affirm that the law 
of exile did not take from him his quality as a French citizen ; 
and he came to apply for his enrolment on the recruiting lists in 
order to serve with the conscripts of his age, on whom the 
military law imposes the obligation of remaining three years 
with the colours. To give this proof of attachment to the 
country from which politics banished him, the Prince had 
to expose himself to the risk of imprisonment. He knew 
this, but it did not make him hesitate. He informed none 
of the members of his family of his intentions, and he took 
none of his father’s friends into his confidence. The Duc only 
took one of his boyish friends with him when he started for 
Paris. During the few hours spent while in liberty the Duc 
d’Orléans went from the recruiting office to the mairie, and from 
the mairie to the Ministry of War. Everywhere rejected, he 
wrote to the Minister of War :—“I have not been able to obtain 
any solution ; I come, therefore, to ask one from you. I do not 
wish by prolonging my stay in Paris to afford a pretext for mani- 
festations. I do not think that the Exile Law prohibits me from 
serving as a private soldier. This great honour I aspire to. I await 
a prompt reply from your equity and patriotism.” Here, in ali their 
simplicity, are the facts for which the young Prince was arraigned 
before the Correctional Tribunal. Had there been anything 
else it would assuredly have been produced against him at 
the trial. 

The Government might have had the accused taken to the 
frontier. Put it was thought preferable to imprison him, and thus 
a fine opportunity was lost to do a clever thing. 

In addition to this procedure of, to say the least, a vigorous 
character, everything was done to increase the public interest in 
this young man of twenty, brought before justice for wishing to be 
a soldier. He was cited to appear at the so-called audience of 


flagrant misdemeanours, which is usually reserved for vagrants 
picked up on the highway. The application of the law was 
brought to bear against him which does not permit the judge to 
take into consideration the gravity of the incriminated acts, nor 
the intention of the person committing them ; and which does 
not allow a mitigation of the penalty below the term of two years’ 
imprisonment. Is it surprising that the public applauded the 
voice of the Prince when he told the magistrates, “1 am sure that 
at the bottom of your hearts you would rather defend me than 
judge me?” 

* He wants to be a soldier, this little prince! Do you know, 
that is very nice of him, and then they cannot say that he is afraid, 
and that he hides himself.” 

The other testimony is that of a glorious soldier, who saved 
the French army at Magenta, who was the first to put foot in the 
Tower of the Malakoff, and who fell wounded on the battle-field of 
Sedan. Recalling his feelings when a subaltern, at the spectacle 
of this juvenile ardour, the old. Marshal exclaimed : “It would be 
a pleasure to get one’s head broken for this lad.” 

Contrast with the state of feeling of the public, the attitude 
of the deputies, and of the majority of the Republican papers. 
The former have insisted on the Government adopting vigorous 
measures, and have threatened the Ministry with an interpella- 
tion, and defection of the majority, in case the President of 
the Republic were to make use of his right of pardon. 

The latter (ze. the Republican journals) have insulted the 
Prince. I am sure that if Gambetta had been still alive he 
would not have taken up the case in this way. He had enough 
good sense and natural generosity to comprehend that in govern- 
ment it is necessary to be magnanimous, and that a party 
is honoured which respects its opponents. Could Gambetta 
return to the world he would not be proud of his pupils. 

For my part, what has surprised me is the decision taken by 
the Duc d’Orléans and the moderation he has shown in all 
his acts in the midst of difficult circumstances. I have known 
him for a long time, and seen him grow up. When the 
Prince entered at Sandhurst he was scarcely more than a 
boy. Since then he obtained the authorisation to attend 
the manceuvres and perform duty with the British army in India 
fora year. It was a good school for him, and he passed through 
it like a man. The Dtc already was endowed with the courage 
which is one of the characteristics of his race, together with a 
very keen sense of honour. 

Whatever may be the issue of the adventure in which the 
Prince is engaged, it is certain that, as his counsel M. Rousse 
expressed it—“ It honours his youth, and will honour his whole 
life.” It is now ten days since the Government has kept under lock 
and key this young Prince, whom nobody, not blinded by party 
spirit, regards as a justly condemnedcriminal. What renders his 
detention more abhorrent is the comparison that presents itself quite 
naturally between the prisoner and many persons who are in the en- 
joymentoftheir liberty. The principal actors whoplayeda partin our 
civil wars arealive. Not only has the amnesty opened the doors of 
France to them, but the caprice of universal suffrage or the weakness 
of the Government has allowed them access to public functions. 
Men who shot the hostages, and who set fire to Paris in cold 
blood, sit in our deliberative assemblies. There are a dozen such 
in the Municipal Council. They feel no embarrassment in 
speaking of their deeds of arms; and from their place at 
the tribune they have frequently declared their readiness 
to attempt once more the work of the social revolution. 
Two organisers of the Commune are to-day installed at a 
Prefecture and in an Embassy. All these folks move about at 
their ease, while the Duc d’Orléans is in prison. 

He is in prison for having desired to be a soldier, whilst 
amongst those who urged on the Government in this direction 
there are more than one who managed to escape from military 
service. The public draws its own conclusions. It is not the 
inmate of the Conciergerie who loses by the comparison. 

FERDINAND DUVAL. 
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SOUTH AFRICAN ‘IMPRESSIONS. 


CaPE Town, December 31. 
HE first view of Table Mountain, standing gigantic in the 
clear atmosphere of sunrise, and draped inits historic “ table- 
cloth ” of cloud, is a stock “property” for all travellers who use 
pen and ink, from Mr. Froude down to the compilers of shilling 
handbooks to the whole of South Africa. Mr. Froude, I believe, 
declares the position of Cape Town to be the finest in the 
world, which seems a hard saying to those who have visited 
Quebec or Palermo, to name buttwo possible rivals of the Cape capi- 
tal. Perhaps, however, the first sight of land (welcome after fifteen 
days of the Atlantic, even if passed upon so steady a ship as the 
Grantully Castle, under the care of the most courteous and plea- 
sant of captains), might have helped to colour the opinion of such 
an experienced traveller as the author of“ Oceana” himself. Be that 
as itmay, Cape Town nestles in grace, dignity,and comfort, below 
its protecting mountain, and a fairer site no city need desire. But 
we are here at the wrong time of the year, and are much in the 
position of the intelligent foreigner who, visiting London from 
Saturday till Monday in the second week of September, declares 
that England is a dreary country indeed. Cape Town is abso- 
lutely deserted in December. Early in the month its inhabitants 
were aroused to temporary excitement by the arrival from 
Melbourne of their distinguished Governor, and flocked in from 
their villas to welcome him. But this spasm having passed the 
capital remains dormant, in a state of zstivation—if there be 
such a word. Business men rush in for the day, and are 
visible for half an hour at the club luncheon; ministers 
and their subordinates pass to and fro for the transaction 
of necessary business; but, with these exceptions, summer 
at Cape Town is a dead season. One companion we have with 
us always, throughout our brief stay—the familiar south-easter. 
Of all local winds, this is one of the best known, and one of the 
most annoying. The command it obtains over the dust is some- 
thing extraordinary ; it pretends to lull for a moment, and then, 
when you have raised your head, believing that all is well, it 
launches large pieces of gravel at you with redoubled vigour. It 
is not a cold wind, like Kingsley’s favourite blast, nor is it a hot 
wind, like the Azamseen, laden with its fine Egyptian dust; one 
is almost disposed to wish it were either hot or cold. One merit 
it has, however, which should be named in common fairness. It 
is an extremely healthy wind, good for man and beast, in spite of 
its origin. ; 

The best of the capital at mid-summer is to be found outside 
it, if the expression may be pardoned. The long straight roads 
of Rondebosch are shaded with great oak avenues, planted long 
ago by careful Dutchmen, not unmindful, surely, of the formal 
groves of their northern home. Farther afield, Wynberg offers 
retreats not less pleasant. Villas, some of them low-roofed bun- 
galows, others more pretentious, peer out from among flowering 
shrubs and gorgeous creepers. Their gardens are glowing with 
the combined wealth of Northern and Southern vegetation. One 
scene in particular we shall never forget. Under a wide arch of 
Turner's stone pines, there lurks a little ravine, widening out to- 
wards a lily-covered pond. The whole dell isonemassof hydrangeas, 
save for a narrow path down the middle, and they encircle 
the pond like a cloud of misty blue. For they are now at 
the loveliest of their changing colours—“ just like ‘A Pair of Blue 
Eyes,” as a romantic person observed ; and, certainly, with all 
respect to Lord Tennyson, the parallel was a closer one than his 
well-known simile concerning our English violet. Never before 
had we seen so attractive an example of natural vegetation 
restrained and beautified by the art of the landscape gardener. 

It will not do to say good-bye to Cape Town itself without 
some allusion to its chief architectural pride, the Houses of 
Assembly. It may be doubted whether any ¢golony can boast 
their like, either for beauty or convenience ; and, so far as the 
latter is concerned, Westminster might stoop to take a few 
lessons. It is pleasant to note the old constitutional touches 
—the benches, red in the Upper, green in the Lower House, 
the Serjeant-at-Arms in court dress, the Speakers wig, the 
mace on the table. The reporters have a better chance of 
hearing than with us, and ladies are not encaged. The outside 
arrangements are very complete, and include two billiard rooms, 
much thronged, said our distinguished guide, when discussions 


are. proceeding in committee. It was impossible not to reflect 
how welcome such relaxation would be to exhausted legislators 
at home, during the thinly attended discussion of such apparently 
trivial subjects as the Service Estimates or the Indian Budget. 
Here at Cape Town Ministers have the privilege of speaking 
both in the Legislative Council and in the Assembly, but it is one 
which they do not seem to appreciate. Has not one of oureminent 
Parliamentary reformers suggested that such an arrangement 
might work well at home? If it be found inconvenient, as it is, 
in Houses of short debates and short distances, how would it 
answer to oblige Lord Salisbury or Mr. Balfour to dodge back- 
wards and forwards from Lords to Commons, after the manner of 
distinguished Q.C.’s rushing breathless from one Private Bill 
Committee to another? 

We leave Cape Town on New Year’s eve, and journey luxur- 
iously to Kimberley, through the wastes of the Great Karoo, 
taking with us the memory of much dust, and of a great deal of 
hospitality and kindness. 


LETTER TO THE EDITOR. 


“CHURCHMEN IN COUNCIL’—A WARNING. 


S1R,—The proposal made at the recent Congress of Church- 
men, on which you commented last week, that “all changes in 
the Book of Common Prayer initiated by Convocation, and 
approved by the Queen in Council, shall lie on the table of both 
Houses of Parliament for forty days, and if no address be 
presented to the Crown by either House, shall zJso facto become 
law,” ignores an important factor in the problem—the chance of 
its acceptance by Parliament. 

The suggested safeguard is, as every “old Parliamentary 
hand” knows, little better than a farce. Let it be understood at 
once that the proposed change would mean the transfer of 
the control over the Ritual of a State Church, from the State to 
the Church itself. Such a change would not be a reform; it 
would be a revolution. 

Is it likely that, in the present temper of the country and 
of Parliament on Church questions, the House of Commons 
would tamely consent to so startling an innovation? All I can 
say is that I do not envy the member in charge of the measure.— 
I am, Sir, your obedient servant, A LIBERAL M.P. 

House of Commons, February 17th, 1890. 


A LITERARY CAUSERIE. 


— 
Tue SPEAKER OFFICE, 
Friday, Feb. 21, 1890. 

THIS week I have been reading, zmter alia, Mr. Frederick 

Wedmore’s “Life of Balzac” (London: Walter Scott). 
The writer is assuredly a provincial—7homme qui n'a ni la 
mesure ni 2a-propos—and trumpets his weakness before starting. 
“How many people,” he asks, “shall I displease—how many 
content—if I set forth by declaring that among the writers whose 
successes in literature this century allows, five alone must be counted 
for ever influential— Goethe, Wordsworth, Balzac, Dickens, 
Browning?” Unless by an acknowledgment that he had never 
read Balzac, Mr. Wedmore could scarcely have damned his 
qualifications more heartily than by this odcter dictum wilfully set 
down and abandoned without support. Yet the book has an 
interest due not to Balzac only, nor to the quite amazing neglect 
of him in this country, but also'to certain suggestive remarks by 
Mr. Wedmore. 


It is, I conceive, a blessed thing that we begin to allow the 
present supremacy of France and Russia in fiction, for the 
admission is a necessary step towards winning back that 
supremacy forEngland. The second step is to find its causes, to 
learn (for instance) why Flaubert, the brothers de Goncourt, Zola, 
and others, have advanced so far beyond Balzac, while our 
English novelists have even fallen back from the frontiers 
reached by Thackeray. It is not all a question of the Divine gift, 
MM. Zola and Co. are surely no bigger men than Balzac ; they may 
not write better novels; but they seem on their way to better. 
They are invading, at least. 
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Many reasons, subtle-and plausible, are given for our decline. 
First, -of course, there is. Mr. W. H.-Smith. It is told of this 
gentleman that once on hearing the lines quoted— 

‘* Golden lads and girls all must, 
As chimney-sweepers, come to dust,” 
he remarked, “I had always understood that chimney-sweepers 
came to sweep.” And the anecdote is luminous though untrue. 
That Mr. Smith directs the bookstalls and the pensions to 
authors may conceivably be England’s gain, but is wholly a curse 
upon her literature. 


Yet (to dismiss Mr. Smith and other grievances for the 
moment) I fancy the Frenchmen have possessed in themselves, 
since Thackeray died, one immense advantage over us—‘they 
take more pains. Now it is very likely that Mr. William Black 
travels over every inch of country he intends to depict, and is on 
intimate terms with many characters that walk in his stories. In 
his recent novel, “ The New Prince Fortunatus,” . find a game 
of “ poker” narrated in a manner that makes me sure Mr. Black 
can play “ poker” himself, and play admirably. In like manner 
who can doubt that Mr. Hardy has studied the Wessex peasant, 
as a class, till his knowledge of the class becomes an instinct in 
creation? These two dissimilar writers are alike on one point— 
each is a conspicuously conscientious artist, yet each has failed 
always of that infinitude of care that led a Balzac, a Thackeray, a 
Tourguéneff, to steep himself in the men and women he invented, 
inhabiting their world, living their lives even in the pettiest details, 
dispensing, as it were, his own heart’s blood to give them life. 


Balzac, for instance, took nearly as much interest in the money 
transactions of his imaginary men and women as in their persons 
—indeed, he would invest their money with more care than that 
with which he invested his own. “Into the ways of scraping 
together wealth by industry or usury,” says Mr. Wedmore, “he 
had a lifelong insight. He could imagine, too, and he could de- 
scribe the methods by which it came to men at a bound.” And 
this was the man who, when drifting into luxury beyond his 
wealth, excused himself by saying, “ // faut gue Partiste méne une 
vie splendide /”—meaning that because he wrote of a world of 
luxury he must live in it ; though, indeed, the defence reminds 
us of Sam Weller’s remark to the debtor who was ruined by 
having a fortune left him. Similarly we know how wonderfully 
Thackeray would follow out the family history of his characters ; 
and we have lately heard from Mr. Henry James how Tour- 
guéneff would carefully write out the previous history of each of 
his men and women before beginning a novel. 


Such authors, knowing their creatures by heart, can introduce 
them again and again in different stories, now as protagonists, 
now as minor “parts,” now as “supers ;” and always with a gain to 
the life of a tale. Can any Englishman to-day use a character as 
Thackeray used Beatrix or Pendennis? But turn to France and 
you encounter M. Zola, and the stupendous care bestowed by 
him on the Rougon-Macquarts. Dumas and Trollope, again, 
so thoroughly identified themselves with D’Artagnan and Mrs. 
Proudie that to recall them to life seemed as easy as to breathe ; 
but does Mr. Black know his creatures well enough, or does Mr. 
Hardy? The latter understands his peasants to their toe-tips, as 
a class ; but I am speaking of individuals. 


One is not so sure, though, about Mr. Hardy’s heroines, 
They are such bewildering young damsels, and so charming too, 
that one hopes their author understands them, and for the 
same reasons that lead men to ejaculate, “God knows!” amid 
perplexing events. And one hopes the more heartily because it 
is precisely with the young damsel that the Frenchmen fail. 
Perhaps (“ O word of fear, unpleasing to a married ear!”) they 
don’t care for her. The jeune in France is without character- 
istics, for the most part; so they deal with the femme de trente 


ans, and leave our Clara Middletons and Bathsheba Everdenes 
in possession of the field. “To depict many virgins,” said Balzac, 
“ what is wanted is—Raphael.” But in England, under the eye of 
Mr. W. H. Smith, we do better. 


Yet we do so, perhaps, rather in spite of Mr. Smith, struggling 
within the narrow limits he imposes. For, unfortunately, there is 
no doubt we write for young women, while the French write for 
men, or for themselves : and,as Jules de Goncourt writes, “ 7omme 
demande quelguefois a un livre la vérité; la femme lui demande 
toujours ses illusions.” So we feed those illusions: we blink at 
sex ; and our women-writers, regarding art as a genteel means of 
earning a livelihood, are careful to call themselves “lady- 
novelists.” Worse than this, if one sign her name “ Laura Jones ” 
on a title-page, our reviewers clamour loudly to know if she be 
Miss or Mrs. Art, if you please, that should be sexless, has now 
to produce her marriage-lines. 


Of course there are two sides to the question. The young in 
France are kept, as far as possible, out of the reach of modern 
French works ; our young in England are largely educated on 
modern English works, or at least have free access to them. 
Which is better—to keep our boys and girls innocent, or to foster 
literature? For that is the crux. And Mr. R. L. Stevenson has, 
with the malice of a Puck, written “Treasure Island,” and 
“ Kidnapped,” two delightful books with scarce the hint of a 
petticoat in either, and thereby made the British public more 
furious than ever with those writers to whom sex is a matter of 
interest. 


What chiefly strikes one in reviewing modern novels week 
by week is this—that the bitterest opponent of the extension 
of woman’s knowledge and power is woman. All improvement 
seems to be imposed on her from without. We do not expect 
gratitude from her. But men, at least, might show some, and 
therefore it is peculiarly irritating in Mr. Wedmore to call Ibsen 
“an earnest gospeller, sallying forth from Bergen with his mission 
of a province and a day.” He has preached a gospel to women, 
it is true; but he teaches exactly because he comprehends, and 
in proportion as he tomprehends. I have just been reading his 
“Lady from the Sea,” as rendered by Eleanor Marx-Aveling 
(London: T. Fisher Unwin), and it seems—but the new trans- 
lation of Ibsen will be out in a few days, and will require a 
chapter to itself. d, 


As an example of Mrs. Oliphant’s versatility it may be mentioned 
that she once proposed to the editor of Blackwood’s Magazine that she 
should write the whole of one number, 7.¢., the serial story upon which 
she was then engaged, and five articles on different topics. 


Mr. Edmund Gosse is writing a biography of his father, Philip Henry 
Gosse, the naturalist. As the published works of Gosse fére amount to 
nearly fifty volumes, the task can be no light one. 


There is to be a new departure on the part of the bookselling trade on 
the 8th of March, when, at the invitation of the Booksellers’ Provident 
Institution, a dinner will take place at the Holborn Restaurant. The 
main object aimed at is that of promoting good-fellowship among book- 
sellers ; but as Mr. C. J. Longman will be in the chair, and Mr. John 
Murray, Mr. Frederick Macmillan, and other publishers, will be present, 
the good-fellowship will probably extend to them, and, indeed, even to the 
authors, who will be represented by Mr. Andrew Lang and Mr. Rider 


Haggard. 


M. Francois Coppée, poet, novelist, and most successful relater of 
the short story, is about to publish a psychological romance entitled 
** Toute une Jeunesse.” The story is practically an autobiography of M. 
Coppée, whose hero, Amédée Violette, is a young man of high and 
poetical enthusiasm, thrown amid the grim actualities of our day. 
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REVIEWS. 


GREATER BRITAIN. 


PROBLEMS OF GREATER BRITAIN. By the Right Hon. Sir Charles Went- 
worth Dilke. Two vols. London: Macmillan & Co. 1890. 


SECOND NOTICE. 


N the earlier part of Sir Charles Dilke’s second volume the 
author completes his survey of the Empire by chapters on 
India and the Crown Colonies, chapters which, though severed by 
physical exigencies from the first volume, belong by their sub- 
stance to the first part of the work, and would, with the first 
volume, have formed a complete and valuable book even if nothing 
more had been added. This survey ended, Sir Charles Dilke 
enters upon a somewhat detailed examination of the present 
tendencies of society in the Colonies in relation to the Pro- 
tection of Native Industries, Labour, Education, Colonial De- 
mocracy, Religion, and the Liquor Laws. This is followed by 
a short discussion on the future relations between the mother 
country and the remainder of the Empire; and a chapter on 
Imperial Defence, which is necessarily of a technical character, 
brings the work to a close. 

The time is past when the problems of India could be treated 
without reference to the great military Power which threatens it 
from the north-west. There are, indeed, some who hold that our 
difficulties with Russia might be once and for all settled by a 
surrender of the Bosphorus, accompanied by a partition of 
Afghanistan which should give Herat to the Czar and make 
the Hindu Kush the dividing line between the two Empires. 
In a brief but, as it seems to us, conclusive argument, Sir Charles 
Dilke urges that such a course of action would permanently 
settle nothing, while it would permanently endanger everything. 
Granting the sincerity of any individual ruler of Russia in his 
pledges of peace, there is no one outside fortunate England who 
imagines that the friendliest neighbour of to-day may not become 
the deadliest enemy of to-morrow. Russia and Germany were 
never more active in the construction of frontier defences against 
one another than when the League of the Three Emperors was 
in its palmiest days. The experiment made by Joseph II. in 
dismantling the barrier of the Netherlands, in dependence upon 
a French alliance of forty years’ standing, cost his successors 
dear, and has not been imitated even by the most sanguine of 
humanitarian kings. With Russia where it now is, our military 
establishment in India, —_ weak, may not be altogether 
inadequate for purposes of defence ; with Russia at Herat and 
Balkh, we should, in Sir Charles Dilke’s opinion, require an 
additional expenditure of seven or eight millions a year to secure 
India against the greatly increased force that the invader might 
throw upon it from those bases. It is the belief of the present 
ruler of Afghanistan that England stands pledged to defend him 
by war with Russia in every part of the world in the event of 
Russia passing the frontier lately drawn by the Joint Commission ; 
and that England would do ill to evade this responsibility is 
evidently the opinion of Sir Charles Dilke himself. Nevertheless, 
he considers it possible that a Parliamentary combination or 
a tide of public opinion might force our Government to remain 
inactive while Russia seized Herat, so that in inquiring into the 
conditions of Indian defence it will not do to assume that the 
invader will necessarily start from his present remoter base. 
Even without an increase in military expenditure, much might 
be effected, as Sir Charles Dilke considers, by the abolition 
of the Presidency system, and the substitution of regiments 
drawn from the warlike races of the north-west for the 
useless infantry of Madras and Bombay. The armies of 
the native princes, now dangerously large, might be put down 
or reduced, and these princes might be required to contribute 
more than they at present do towards the expenses of the 
common defence. In the matter of internal administration 
our position as against Russia would be strengthened, not 
weakened, by the freer admission of natives to offices of 
government, and by the development of the local representative 
system, which is now almost confined to municipalities, in 
country districts. To offer to India anything like the Parlia- 
mentary institutions which have been a natural growth 
among ourselves, would be to ignore the differences between East 
and West ; but while military and fiscal affairs must necessarily 
remain in the hands of the central Government, it is no extrava- 
gant thing to demand that in provincial administration the natives 


shall poring allowed to fill a more important ie The ability 
of the native Ministers in many of the protected States is admitted 
on all hands. Men of equal capacity must exist in the territory 
under British rule, and to these a career in public life should be 
opened in their own districts. The national hauteur, which makes 
the Englishman in India a sort of Noah among the beasts of the 
ark, is not an unmixed advantage. Rightly or wrongly, it is be- 
lieved not only in Afghanistan but in India that the Russians 
allow more of independence, more of equality, to those whom they 
have subdued ; and the fame of the Turcoman Ali Khan, who, as 
the Russian Colonel Alikhanoff, played so conspicuous a part at 
Penjdeh, is already great among a people not likely to be allowed 
to emulate his achievements. It may be agreeable to ourselves 
to explain our lordly demeanour in the East by our natural 
superiority over Russians and all other rivals alike ; it would be 
more agreeable to other people, and better for our own rule, if we 
showed less consciousness of this. 

The portion of Sir Charles Dilke’s work which deals with the 
social and political problems now in process of solution in the 
Colonies, as it were for our own example, will be a storehouse of 
information for those who prefer experiment and precedent to 
mere reasoning from probabilities. With what feelings Lord 
Bramwell and his companions of the Property and Liberty 
Defence League will read that, although graduated and pro- 
gressive taxation is common in the Colonies, there is not the 
slightest sense of insecurity nor the least diminution in man’s 
saving propensities, we will not venture to conjecture. For a 
century past economists of the abstract kind have been telling us 
that if the rich were made to pay to the State proportionately 
more than the poor, no man would have the heart to accumulate 
a fortune. Our spiritual pastors and masters have warned us that 
religion will finally and definitively quit the earth if not taught in 
rate-aided schools; great teachers, little teachers, have assured 
us that Free Education is either an impossibility or an infallible 
specific for the extinction of the sense of parental obligation. If 
one asked how these @ priori propositions were known, the 
answer was that they were self-evident, or based on elementary 
laws of human nature. Like the late Sir Henry Maine, who wrote 
his book upon popular government apparently in forgetfulness 
that there existed such things as the Brtsh Colonies, cur 
economic and political doctrinaires have never taken the trouble 
to test their premises by the body of experience growing up on the 
other side of the Atlantic or the Pacific Ocean. There have 
indeed been sceptical persons who have now and again suggested 
that these @ frior7 philosophers of the Lassez Faire and other 
schools were really not much better than the schoolmen of the 
Middle Ages, who reasoned admirably about angels and essences 
if only you granted their premises. Sir Charles Dilke’s book 
produces an uncomfortable impression that the sceptics were not 
altogether wrong. The book is indeed fruitful in surprises. It shows 
us that with an eight-hours labour-day, and with wages double those 
that are paid in England, articles can be produced in Victoria at 
a cost only twenty per cent. above the cost of production in 
England ; it shows us, by the side of a system of purely secular 
education, an energy of religious life among all denominations 
surpassing what is known to us at home; and finally, it presents 
us with the picture of a society in which, while the State has 
assumed almost every function with which the milder school of 
State Socialists among ourselves desire to see it invested, Revolu- 
tionary Socialism, or hostility to private property as such, finds 
far less support than among the working classes of our own 
country, in which the State has so scrupulously refrained from 
interference with the rights of capital, and has bowed so low 
before the divinely ordered competition of man against man. 


MR. MONTAGU WILLIAMS. 


LEAVES OF A LIFE: BEING THE REMINISCENCES OF MONTAGU WILLIAMS, 
Q.C. Two vols. London: Macmillan & Co. 1890. 


HERE is an agreeable and amusing book, dashed off by a 
biographical raconteur who skims the superficies of things ; 
carrying us a little deeper only in the legal aspects of some social 
questions, but leaving the surface of contemporary politics, so- 
ciety, and literature unbroken. 

In lively but worldly fashion we go to Eton, with its buried 
Montem, its “ Salt! your majesty, salt !” its gin-twirley, and its 
jumping through paper fires in Long-Chamber. Then we follow 
youthful energy, still in its teens, to the post of classical master 
in a grammar-school, whence we are soon rapt into “the 
feet” in the days of pre-Crimean dawdling and _ horse-play. 
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While here, we have one rough-and-tumble with a money-lending 
shark (whom we, years afterwards, prosecute, convict, and 
imprison for heartless crime), and another with the police (to 
whom we also afford a place in our memory). 

But the stage—first the amateur, and then the starring 
amateur, and then the professional—had early fascinated another 
side of Mr. Montagu Williams’s energetic character ; and private 
theatricals in garrison towns in those piping army days led very 
rapidly to “sending in my papers,” laying down the arms, and 
taking up the sock and buskin in earnest. That again, with 
great rapidity, led to marriage, which was, again without much 
loss of time, and “as the result of a long conversation with my 
father-in-law ”—the delightful and sensible old Robert Keeley—the 
means of at last putting the steam on to the right line of rails, 
when Mr. Williams entered himself at an Inn of Court. 

With a great-grandfather a Chancery barrister, a grandfather 
in a large firm of solicitors, a father a successful counsel, and 
Montagu Chambers, Q.C., for a godfather, success at the Bar was 
doubtless marked out for Mr. Williams. He says he studied hard 
from morning to night, and when tired went “ quite natural like” 
to recreate his mind at the Old Bailey or the Middlesex Sessions, 
where, a few years later, he “did more business than anybody 
else.” Large practice at the police-courts also came to him; 
then he was “ often taken special” to the Surrey Sessions and to 
country assizes, until he could safely say that he had “ defended 
more prisoners than any other living man.” Then came that very 
delicate occupation of a criminal lawyer known as “ licensing busi- 
ness ;” then election petitions ; and finally the change from 
defence to prosecution, as a counsel to the Treasury. There 
might have been no limit to Mr. Williams’s fortune had his voice 
not sadly gone from him in 1886; but even there again luck did 
not abandon pluck, for he remains one of the few instances of 
Professor Hahn’s successful throat operations, and embraced the 
retirement of a police magistracy with a Q.C. 

After all this life-experience, #f its particular kind, Mr. 
Williams’s suggestions as to the few social subjects which he has 
made a special study, call for careful consideration. Among these 
are the cheap bed-houses of the East End ; and it will surprise 
many, even after all the recent attention given to Whitechapel 
subjects, to know that equally bad “doss ”-houses exist in Notting 
Hill and near Drury Lane. His remarks about the present night 
condition of the West End, too, must be considered with those 
(Mr. Williams has.a good memory) about police-inspectors 
“ retiring upon a very snug competence,” and the deterioration of 
the force since the detective branch fell to pieces, on the detection 
of its own corruption in 1877. On the hole-and-corner, lavishly 
financed “licensing business” of London, Mr. Williams’s views 
are entitled to weight. Sir John Holker once got 300 guineas for 
fifteen minutes’ talk in one notorious case; and “even now 
matters, in my humble judgment, call aloud for reform. 


‘*T believe one-half of the crime of Greenwich, Deptford, Whitechapel, 
and Shoreditch, where the heritage of the people is pestilential dens, hovels, 
slums, and darkness, is largely due to the reckless manner in which licences 
have been showered about, like pepper from a pepper-box, by the licensing 
authorities . . . The question is, who is to move in the matter? Politicians 
on both sides of the House are apparently afraid to do so. The truth is that 
the licensed victuallers are so powerful a body that neither political party 
dares to offend them” (i. 266). 


Every level-headed juryman of any standing has plenty of 
queer tales of the jury-room, and Mr. Williams's Bristol butcher, 
who was pummelled into agreeing with the other eleven at 4a.m., 
is amusing enough. So is his thirteenth juryman, the Jew 
widower, with the sandwiches and the flask, who starves the 
remainder into his views. And Mr. Williams evidently shares 
to the full the general lawyer’s contempt for that getting of 
twelve men into a box which grave legists have declared to be 
the holy British Constitution in its quintessence. But the judges, 
who generally manage to “control the verdicts,” are also humanly 
fallible, as Mr. Williams funnily shows us in many cases ; and 
not only are they that, but at times stubbornly and unjustly so, 
as one horrible tale (i. 129) proves. Another, a recorder, is 
“rather a convicting judge,” but then his juries are “ peculiar 
ones, including frequently one or two receivers of stolen goods.” 
Certainly there must be gross and crying abuse in the working 
of the jury system when, at the Old Bailey, the same counsel can 
address two or three times a day the very same particular set of 
twelve men, in the same box, from ten in the morning to five or 
six in the evening for six days running ; and when a juryman can 
say, as Mr. Williams heard him say, “I’m on that infernal jury 
at the Middlesex Sessions the whole week. But I’ve had my 
revenge—l’ve not let off a single chap yet!” If to these open 


secrets of the prison-house about juries and judges, we add on a 
few about the leading counsel, as depicted by Mr. Williams, the 
only wonder left is that anything but injustice is ever done :— 


‘* No one who is not in the swim can have any conception of the amount 
of work and worry that devolves upon a counsel in leading practice at the 
criminal bar. . . . Several courts sit simultaneously, and possibly he has a 
case going on in each of them at the same time. He has to do the best he 
can, with the assistance of juniors and ‘ devils." In one court, perhaps, he 
will open the case; in the next, cross-examine the principal witness; in the 
third, make the speech for the‘defence ; and all this while he has to keep in 
touch with the various cases, and from time to time make himself acquainted 
with the course they are taking” (i. 296). . 


We must not spoil any of Mr. Montagu Williams’s endless 
laughable stories, though here and there one looks very like an 
old Joe with a new face. Such are that of pleading guilty (ii. 
212), and of a certain hot climate (i. 320), which was better told in 
Serjeant Ballantine’s similar book. Of course, there is a good deal 
that is personal, but the story-teller is kindly enough, and gener- 
ally (not always) “ picks the buds off the birch,” like the Eton 
er. at a friend’s swishing. Baron Huddleston’s rule, when 

e had “no case,” to “jump in and splash about,” is a decided 
improvement upon the old-fashioned abuse of the plaintiff's 
attorney ; and the new killing of Cock Robin is unexpected, 
me and strange. The story of “ both, —— ’em,” videlicet a 

ord Chancellor and his son, is well fathered ; and the strong 
common-sense of a leading Q.C. in getting Poole to measure him 
sitting down, because he spent three parts of his life so, is worthy 
of all praise and imitation. 

Sull, after all, we doubt very much whether it be fair, or right, 
or even prudent—it certainly is not “ good form”—to publish to 
a world of Gallios a lot of irreverent bar-mess and circuit “ good 
stories,” worked up about living Lord Chancellors, Lord Justices, and 
other present occupants of the judicial bench. We wonder, too, 
whether the subjects of the stories really enjoy that sort of thing 
from one who is on a benchalso. There is one judge in particu- 
lar who is twice singled out for abusive stories ; and there is also 
a hateful sort of anecdote—the gravamen of which the narrator 
does not perhaps perceive (i. 130)—of a counsel who has since 
become a judge, which one would sincerely hope was not true. 

The copious “secret memoirs” of celebrated crimes and 
criminals make most entertaining “ while-away reading,” as they 
say up North ; but here, too, one is inclined to ask oneself what 
is now the precise vanishing point, or date, of professional con- 
fidence and its inviolability. The fact of it is, perhaps, that the 
age of fifty-four is much too youthful for printing reminiscences. 
In the “literature” of the Lefroy case, the chamber of horrors 
has clearly been broken into, and the Rachel case (of 1868) is 
curiously not carried on to its last stage of 1878. There isa 
pleasing little brush with the dog-stealers, and surely Mr. Williams 

as for ten years enjoyed the gratitude of all dog-lovers for the 
admirable ingenuity with which he invented the major offence of 
stealing the collar. 

The five-score and odd worn-out Latin tags, which (counting 
duplicates) are “ peppered” (like his licences) over the volumes, 
are a mistake ; and it might be added that no one is now born an 
Assyrian or becomes an 4 ffendi ; that Belgium is not an adjective ; 
that Sir Richard “Gath” (twice over) was not the name of the 
Indian Chief-Justice, nor “Tyrwhyt” (twice over also) that of 
the police-magistrate. 

Mr. Montagu Williams here and there laments that he brings 
us into contact with “ the black side of human nature,” but this is 
much too strong a view of the amusing contents of his “ Leaves.” 
We should not even use that once current phrase “ the night side 
of nature,” but only, as it were, the evening side ; and he certainly 
is by no manner of means the “ miserab/e Sinner” that his Eton 
tutor dubbed him. 


AMONG CANNIBALS, 
AMONG CANNIBALS. By Karl Lumholtz, M.A. London: J. Murray. 1889. 


THE object of Dr. Lumholtz’s wanderings in Queensland was to 
make collections for the Norwegian Zoological Museums, and 
to inquire into the customs and anthropology of the natives. 
For these purposes he lived alone with the blacks (there is no 
chance of their “agitating” about being called blacks) on the 
Herbert River in North Queensland. In his zoological hunts he 
was successful, and discovered four new mammals, including the 
tree-kangaroo, a very agreeable beast, and three opossums. His 
record of his adventures is capital reading—modest, manly, straight- 
forward. He endured great privations—“men say he ate strange 
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meat,” larve and so forth, but he did not take part in a cannibal 
entertainment, nor even see any cannibalism. To our mind, the 
weak part of an excellent, clear, and not too big book, is precisely 
the anthropology. Dr. Lumholtz lived with blacks who had 
scarce any knowledge of European ways, and who thought 
his revolver was his rifles baby. But either his blacks 
were inordinately stupid specimens, or he did not quite 
become intimate with them. His volume shows throughout but 
little knowledge of what has already been written about that most 
archaic people, the natives of Australia. To be sure, he was 
living among a comparatively obscure and insignificant set of 
tribes, and it is possible that the blacks of Victoria and elsewhere 
were superior to his companions. And yet we cannot regard his 
discoveries as final or satisfactory, partly because we doubt if he 
knew how to get much information out of his friends. 

Skipping unessential though interesting matter, we note Dr. 
Lumholtz’s acquisition of a fine flint knife, sheath and all. The 
knives are made by lighting a fire on a flint rock, and then 
pouring water on it. The flakes are sharp and handy. For our 
part, we have always wondered at the restless zsthetic quality in 
man, which introduced Neolithic, or smooth-ground and ele- 
gantly chipped weapons. You can “tool,” like De Quincey’s Cain, 
just as well with any common flint which has an edge, and adequate 
arrow-heads can be made of simple unchipped flakes. Yet there 
was an uneasy desire for finish and fine work in mankind, which 
expressed itself in the Neolithic revolution. The Australians, as 
a rule, seem to be rather palzolithic still, and, as they do not 
use the bow, do not fidget over pretty arrow-heads. Their 
boomerangs and shields, however, are more or less decorated. 
In the north of Queensland they are hardly yet in the Stone Age. 
Their spears are of hard pointed wood, not barbed with flint or 

uartz. 
’ As to their religion perhaps Dr. Lumholtz learned little. In 
one place he says “they do not believe in any existence after 
death” (p. 101). On page 277 he attributes some of their 
burial rites “to their fear of the spirits of the departed.” So 
they do believe in existence after death, as indeed is certain 
from hundreds of authentic reports. Buckley, the escaped 
convict, robbed a grave of a spear, and when he fell in with 
the dead man’s tribe, they recognised the spear, and in Buckley 
their old friend who had “jumped up white man.” 

“The nativeshave this peculiarity, . . . that theynever utter the 
names of the dead, lest their spirits should hear the voices of the 
living and thus discover their whereabouts” (p. 279). Once more, 
then, why deny (p. ror) that they believe in an existence after 
death? There are even examples of food being brought to the 
graves of the dead, as by St. Augustine’s mother in the African 
Church (p. 282). These contradictory allegations by travellers 
allow Mr. Max Miiller to attack the value of anthropological 
evidence. Mr. Fison’s “ Kamilarvi and Kurnai,” with Buckley’s 
book, that of Taplin, Brough Smyth’s collection, Dawson’s, and a 
dozen other well-known volumes, enable us to correct Dr. 
Lumholtz. If Dr. Lumholtz is wrong here, he at least saw and 
described a Borboby, or native tournament, and he collected 
reports on the cruel Miku operation, apparently practised to 
restrict population (p. 47). Such unusual forethought was hardly 
to be expected from the blacks. Dr. Lumholtz shows unexpected 
if natural ignorance in discussing the well-known turn-dun, 
or bull-roarer (5éu80s), common to Australian, Greek, Zuii, 
Maori, South and West African, and other mysteries. An 
Englishman made some of these toys one day and gave them to 
black children to play with. As soon as the noise arose, the 
women covered their heads, the men bolted into the bush, and 
the toys were taken away. In older times the boys (women?) 
would have been killed for seeing these mystic things. All this 
Dr. Lumbholtz tells in a note about the Rockhampton blacks, 
without apparently knowing the enormously wide diffusion of the 
turn-dun. He finds no regular tattooing, but only the cutting of 
clumsy gashes in the flesh. Fire-marking is practised in the 
primeval style of the Sanskrit Pramantha. In morals the blacks 
are honest among themselves, not taking a wild-honey hive if 
another man has marked it as already discovered. As to art, Dr. 
Lumholtz found some rough drawings, in black and red, on the 
roof of a cave, nothing like what Sir George Grey describes 
and illustrates. As to music, a popular native song travels 
across wide regions from tribe to tribe. The blacks did not like 
Dr. Lumbholtz’s own singing. As to marriage, he makes the 
truly astounding statement, “ Marriage may be either endogamous 
or exogamous.” This has no meaning. Endogamous within 
what limits? exogamous outside of what limits? We are not told; 
nor do we learn whether the Totem system prevails, or the curious 


nomenclature of degrees of kindred recorded by Mr. Fison and 
others. On this important and difficult question Dr. Lumholtz 
offers no information (p. 164). He saw a black marriage (pp. 
212, 213). There appears to have been a faint semblance of a 
capture ceremony, the bride resisting and screaming, although 
she was a widow and her betrothed a widower. There is a good 
deal of true love among the blacks, and it seldom or never runs 
smooth. As “good” in English is “fat” in Australian, the story 
is probably true about the missionary—not a story of Dr. 
Lumholtz’s. After many years of work in the field, this 
good missionary was taken apart by some anxious but meagre 
inquirers in his flock. “ Sir,” said they, “must a man be very 
fat to enter the Kingdom of Heaven?” He was able to reassure 
them. As to cookery, Dr. Lumholtz says, “ the natives never use 
boiling water in preparing their food, hence they have no kettles.” 
Probably he means “ decause they have no kettles,” though boil- 
ing water can be produced without them. They can send mes- 
sages on carved sticks, of which examples are engraved. They 
are not cases of picture writing, and it is not clear how they are 
deciphered. Their chief skill is in basket-making and plaiting. 
For the latter they use opossum yarn. Their main internal trade 
is in stones for tomahawk-heads : they are neolithic enough to 
polish some tomahawk-heads, but leave this undone when the 
stone is sharp enough while unpolished. They are so generous 
that property scarcely exists—“ a strong tendency to communism 
hinders social development,” as among the Fuegians. When 
they have learned English they hate to be addressed in pigeon 
English. “You been see ’im tshukki tshukki big fellow?” an 
Englishman asked a black. “I suppose you mean an Emu,” 
was the sarcastic reply. 

This is a pretty complete analysis of Dr. Lumholtz’s remarks 
about the blacks. He himself found them boorish, insolent, and 
unsympathetic ; perhaps treacherous. But they are so bullied, 
shot, and generally ill-treated by many settlers (not all), and by 
the native police, that amiable manners can hardly be expected. 
Dr. Lumholtz might be a more accomplished anthropologist, but 
he is a most interesting writer, and an ardent naturalist. His 
volume is admirably illustrated with really good wood-cuts, not 
cheap processes, as is now the custom. 


RECENT VERSE. 


A GARDEN OF DREAMS. Lyrics and Sonnets. By Louise Chandler 
Moulton. London: Macmillan & Co. 18g0. 

In CLOVER AND HEATHER. By Wallace Bruce. London and Edinburgh: 
William Blackwood & Sons. 18go. 

THE DAWN oF DEATH. By Luscombe Searelle, F.R.G.S. London: 
Triibner & Co. 1889. 

INDIA: A DESCRIPTIVE PoEM. By H. B, W. Garrick. London: Triibner 
& Co. 1889. 

Louis THE ELEVENTH: A DRAMA. By John Arthur Coupland. London: 
Elliot Stock. 1889. 


“A GARDEN OF DREAMS” is to genuine poetry as Jot-fourri to 
a rose-bush thriving in sun, rain, and dew. The flower is there, 
et si non alium late jactaret odorem, it was a rose: but it is dead, 
and strewn with dust from drawing-room furniture. The authoress 
is melodious and well-connected ; but verse may owe little to 
family distinction, even though it deal with ghosts. We all have 
ghosts in these democratic times; and as for yearnings after 
dear, dead days and what might have been, the very clerks carry 
them about on omnibuses. Our rude forefathers used to hide 
their skeletons in cupboards; and the habit may have been 
morally unsanitary. But is it less so to parade them in the 


market-place, crowned with red and white roses, rue, and rose- - 


mary, and labelled “ Love’s Resurrection Day,” “ He Loved,” “If 
Love could Last,” “The Last Good-bye,” “ Hic Jacet,’ and the 
like? What a barren, hopeless criticism of life it is! What a 
tame surrender of the problem is implied in such a stanza as 
this— 
‘* Ah! roses that stayed when she vanished, 

Ah! roses that smile, though she went, 

How you mock at the sadness of parting, 

With your passionless, perfect content!” 
The man or woman that wishes for help in life had better turn to 
“ Sally in Our Alley.” The lines— 


‘* And when my seven long years are out 
O, then I'll marry Sally!" 
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are neither profound nor conspicuously melodious ; but at least 
they are alive and breathe an honest hopefulness. 

Wallace Bruce is a good name, but must be slightly hard to 
live up to. It is but fair to say, however, that its owner is cheer- 
ful under it. He, too, hails from America, and is the complacent 
possessor of perhaps the most thoroughly middle-class Muse on 
that continent ; but he is effusively Scotch, none the less, as may 
be seen from the following extract— 


Scott's GREETING TO BURNS. 


[Scotts statue introducing Burns's statue to Shakespeare's, in Central Park, 
New York, the night after the unveiling of Burns's statue in 1880—the 
three statues being within easy speaking distance of each other.] 


‘We greet you, Robbie, here to-night, 
Beneath these stars so pure and bright ; 
We greet you, poet, come at last 
With ‘ Will’ and me your lot to cast. 


‘* We've talked aboot you mony a day, 
And wondered when you'd be this way. 
Reach out your hand, and gie’s a shake 
Just ance, for auld acquaintance’ sake. 


We welcome you from Scotia's strand, 
And reach to you a brither’s hand ; 
A kindred soul to greet you turns— 
Will Shakespeare, this is Robbie Burns. 
* + 
‘*O Robbie, if we had a plaid, 
We'd quite convert yon Stratford lad. 
He said, in truth, but yestermorn, 
‘I'm Scotch in wit, though English born ; 


‘«* And, Walter, it may yet appear 
That Scotland takes in Warwickshire. 
Let Avon be the border line, 

Blot out the Tweed, or draw it fine.’ ” 


Of course we knew that every Scot believed in heart that 
Shakespeare came from Peebles; but it takes a man called Wallace 
Bruce to stand up and say so. So it is all the more unfortunate 
that this bold Scot pronounces “plaid” like acockney. Mr. W. 
Bruce (how cheap the name sounds thus !) is a blatant sort of 
person, but his enthusiasm seems honest. 

The author of “The Dawn of Death” says that there isa 
sequel to his book : “ Whether it be ever published depends upon 
the verdict pronounced by the press and public on the present 
work.” We should feel some compunction in taking him at his 
word, and deprecating the sequel, did he not call the goddess 
Popularity a “ squinting knock-kneed harlot” on p. 96. We can 
assure Mr. Searelle that he will find no difficulty in avoiding her. 
His poem has about the same value as any average fit of hysterics. 

Mr. Garrick is not only a bard, but also an Assistant Archzo- 
logist to the Government of India, and he seems to have got the 
two professions into a tangle. It has fallen to his lot (he tells us) 
to traverse the entire length and breadth of India during the past 
ten years ; but we resent being dragged up and down that country 
after him for about the same space of time—for his “descriptive 
poem” is excessively long, and has monstrous foot-notes. Let 
every man criticise it for himself, for we confess an inability to 
grapple with such stanzas as this, that deals with the clothing of 
the Punjab— 


‘* Where flow the boreal streams of bright Punjab, 
‘The people in that cold clime keep them warm, 
Both sexes, in a common nether garb 
Which Britons ‘ breeches’ call, Indians ‘ paijam’ ; 
Here ladies cross the steed without alarm 
Male-fashion ; for, dispensing with a skirt, 
Their female modesty ne drees aught harm, 
Nor can a gale of wind decorum hurt. 
Punjab’s Amazonian daughters breeched are and alert.” 


Or this, that reminds one of a famous story about Calverley— 


‘* When they [the Aryans] descended to the low-hying, rank 
And fumy loathsome moisture of Bengal, 
Malarious exhalations, rotten, dank, 
With foul miasma clammy, weakened all 
Who did in its disgusting vapour fall. 
Here they luxurious and effeminate grew, 
And their wants multiplied—they learnt to loll 
On pillow'd carpets, or supine to view 
Submerged plains where the rice-fields loamy ooze did spew.” 


As for Louis the Eleventh: a Drama, Act 1., Scene 1, begins— 


‘* Why, how now, cousin? Wherefore look you sad?” 
and the striking originality of this line is maintained to the end. 


MR. BLACK’S NEW NOVEL. 


Tue New PrINcE Fortunatus. By William Black. Three vols. 
London: Sampson Low & Co, 


AS arule, Mr. Black is singularly happy in his choice of titles, but 
his usual felicity in this respect seems to have deserted him when 
he came toname his latest novel. The only resemblance which 
we have been able to discover between the “ New Prince For- 
tunatus”” and his famous prototype, consists in the circumstance 
that both of them, for a time at all events, had the world at their 
feet. Side-lights on society and the stage as they exist to-day in 
London abound in these three volumes, and satire and sympathy 
alternate in the delineation. The hero is a young baritone, who 
captivates the town by his skill as an operatic singer, and Mr. 
Black finds a congenial theme in a full, true, and particular 
accountof Lionel Moore’s theatrical triumphs, social popularity,and 
dramatic escapades. We are permitted to see “ Prince Fortunatus” 
on and off the stage, but we never feel quite at home in his 
company, for he strikes us throughout as being a very theatrical 
personage. Of course he is young, handsome, and fascinating, 
and therefore it goes without the saying that earls’ daughters 
openly pay him marked attentions, and shop-girls adore him in 
secret, whilst a sweet Neapolitan girl whom he befriends regards 


‘him as an elder brother. All this cheap renown and flattering 


homage, accompanied as it is by “ albums and birth-day books sent 
for his autograph, music beseeching commendation, and even MS. 
plays, accompanied by pathetic appeals from unknown authors,” 
turns a head that was never too strong, and “ Prince Fortunatus ” 
awakens in a disenchanted world, and all because Lady Cunyng- 
ham’s daughter, with whom he had flirted in the Highlands, promptly 
flings him overboard when he ventures to propose at Brighton. 
Mr. Black tells us in so many words that Lionel Moore was 
“in love not so much with Honnor Cunyngham as with the 
condition of life which she represented,” and we see no reason, 
from the course of the story, to doubt the statement, and there- 
fore it is rather difficult to pump up any sympathy with his 
vaporising, disconsolate hero. Lionel returns to town, a sadder 
and a wiser man, to paint his face, to put on his finery, and to 
flatter himself that his life was in the sere and yellow leaf. 
Miss Kate Burgoyne—the principal lady in the opera—did not 
think so, however, and she contrived to charm so wisely that 
presently she “entrapped ”—to borrow Mr. Black’s very ungal- 
lant expression—the brilliant actor into a hasty engagement. 
Then the plot thickens, for the perfectly bewitching Italian 
girl Nina, about whom in sane moments “ Prince Fortunatus ” had 
dreamed dreams, suddenly disappears from the scene. With her 
dramatic departure the memory of sunny, sentimental hours 
which the two had spent together in student days at Naples was 
strangely revived. This pretty, modest, gentle girl is drawn with 
great skill and tenderness, and from the moment of her arrival in 
London as a friendless stranger the interest of the story per- 
ceptibly quickens. She is the Cinderella of this romance of real 
life, only she comes to the “Prince” in a bashful, embarrassed 
manner when he is in trouble, instead of waiting for the “ Prince” 
to bring the glass slipper to her lowly door. Then it comes to 
pass that Lionel sees only too plainly when it is too late that he has 
played the fool exceedingly by yielding—in a fit of chagrin—to the 
blandishments of Miss Kate Burgoyne. The nearing prospect of a 
lifelong alliance with that lady grows more and more repellent, 
and Nina’s gentle companionship and wayward charm more and 
more difficult to renounce. Once more he loses his head, and 
with it his health and money, and it looks uncommonly as if he 
would end his life as a reckless gambler. In this dilemma a 
good Samaritan comes to his rescue, and Miss Burgoyne, acting 
on the principle of enlightened self-interest—quickened by the 
fact that a young lord is dangling at her heels—is graciously 
pleased with her own hand to open Lionel’s prison-door, and the 
infatuated “ Prince Fortunatus” regains his liberty—only, however, 
to be led captive again by a new enslaver, whose name it is needless 
to utter. The story drags somewhat in its opening chapters, and 
we are kept quite long enough in the atmosphere of Drury Lane 
and Mayfair; but there are some exquisite descriptions of scenery 
and sport in the Highlands, and a good many clever character 
sketches of journalistic life in London. As usual, the girls who 
figure prominently in the book, as well as others who play a 
minor part in the development of the story, are drawn to the life, 
and some of the men, notably that gentle cynic Mangan, are hit 
off with undeniable vigour. The book throughout is extremely 
readable, and there are passages in it of deep feeling and rare 
imaginative insight. The closing episodes in the story are 
powerfully told, and the book grows in dramatic intensity as it 
nears its final page. 
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FIRST IMPRESSIONS.* 


A LITTLE book of the well-known ‘primer ” description which gives in 
the compass of scarcely more than a hundred pages a ‘‘ Short History of 
British India” is the latest, and not the least welcome, addition to the 
Pitt Press Series. Mr. Carlos has endeavoured, with quite noteworthy 
success, to sketch in bold outline for boys and other beginners the tangled 
course of events which has led to the political and social condition of affairs 
which exists to-day amongst our fellow-subjects in the East. Rapidly 
but clearly the physical features of India are described, next the charac- 
teristics of the different races which dwell in it are emphasised, and then 
the five great religions which confront Christianity in the East are passed 
in review. The earliest event in the history of India of which there is 
authentic record is the invasion of the Punjab by Alexander the Great 
(B.C. 326---5), and from this point onwards all the great landmarks in 
the story are given, such as the Mohammedan Conquest, the Moghul 
supremacy, the settlement of the Portuguese at Goa, the establishment of 
the East India Company, the rivalry and military struggle of French and 
English for the mastery, the Mahratta, Burmese, and Afgan Wars, the 
Mutiny of 1857, and the gradual conciliation of the natives, and the con- 
solidation of our Indian Empire during the last thirty years. The Indian 
names which occur in the manual are, as a rule, spelt according to the 
“* Imperial Gazetteer of India,” edited by Sir W.W. Hunter—a work which 
represents the system of orthography adopted in 1870 by the authority of 
the Indian Government; the only exception which has been made has 
been in favour of a few names, which have acquired such wide popular 
currency that they are wisely left unaltered. Mr. Carlos gives a list of 
authorities, and of course refers those who wish to know more about the 
subject to the works of Gibbon, Talboys Wheeler, Kaye, Elphinstone, 
Mill, Max Miiller, Strachey, Seeley, Bosworth Smith, Monier Williams, 
and Lyall. In these days the history of India ought to form a definite 
part of every boy’s education, and this volume is admirably adapted for 
young students who wish to begin by making themselves familiar with the 
rudiments of the subject. 


Although we took up Mr. Conder Gray’s ‘‘Idle Musings” in an 
appreciative spirit, we have discovered next to nothing in these 
**twenty-six essays in social mosaic” which rises in the least degree 
above the level of but hum-drum common-place. e 
subjects discussed are, for the most part, such familiar themes as polite- 
ness, fussy people, true gentlemen, falling in love, marriage and giving 
in marriage, luck, making the best of things, and the uses of solitude. 
There is not a gleam of distinction about Mr. Gray’s style; he merely 
writes fluently, and, in the main, pleasantly, and he generally contrives 
to illustrate his rather trite moralisings with more or less apposite quota- 
tion or anecdote. Sometimes he does manage at the outset of his 
remarks to hit the nail on the head, but, unfortunately, like a carpenter 
we once knew who possessed more zeal than discretion—he goes on 
clumsily hammering until he splits the boards. The book is perfectly 
innocuous, and may be placed in the hands of young persons well stricken 
in their teens without the least misgiving. 


The aim of the series to which a little volume called ‘ England 


Under Charles II.” belongs, is to set forth the facts of our national 
history, political and social, by extracts from the chronicles, state papers, 
memoirs, and letters of the time, as well as from other contemporary 
literature which throws light on the men and movements of the epoch con- 
cerned. In the present instance Mr. Taylor, with the help of Mr. Bullen, 
of the British Museum, and other scholars, has compiled a most interest- 
ing volume, which illustrates in a remarkably graphic manner the course 
of events from the Restoration of the Stuarts to the Treaty of Nimeguen. 
Mr. Taylor has unearthed a number of curious contemporary documents 
and pamphlets which vividly illustrate the political and social condition 
of the times. Perhaps the most noteworthy of these sources of informa- 
tion are Rugge’s Manuscript Diary, 1659—1672, Crook’s ‘‘ Historian’s 
Guide,” and the unprinted narrative of Boghurst, a physician who prac- 
tised in London in the time of the Plague. This is a really valuable 
book, and it brings the reader into close touch with the people and 
events described. 


Mr. Spenser Wilkinson, who is already favourably known by a 
volume of essays on the Volunteer Force, has just published, under the 
title of ‘‘ The Brain of an Army,” a popular account of the German 
eneral staff and its relations to the military institutions of the Father- 

nd. In order to illustrat: the general staff at work, the campaign of 
1866 rather than that of 1870 has been selected, because it throws into 


* A Suoxt History or Britisu Inpia. By E. S. Carlos, M.A. “Pitt Press 
Series.” Cambridge: The University Press. 12mo. (1s.) 


Ioitz Musincs: Essays 1n Soctat Mosaic. By E. Conder Gray, Author of “ Wise 
Words and Loving Deeds.” London: William Heinemann. Crown 8vo. (6s.) 


ENGLAND UNpDER CHARLEs II. : 1660-1678. Extracts from Contemporary Records. 
Arranged and Edited by W. F. Taylor. ‘‘ English History from Contemporary 
Writers.” London: David Nutt. 16mo. (:1s.) 

Tue_Bratn oF AN ARMY: A Popucar Account oF THE GERMAN GENERAL 
Starr. By Spenser Wilkinson, Author of ‘Citizen Soldiers.” London and 
New York: Macmillan & Co. Crown 8vo. (2s. 6d.) 


A Winter Tour 1n Soutu Africa. By Sir Frederick Young, K.C.M.G. London: 
E. A. Petherick & Co. Royal 8vo. (7s. 6d.) 


Tue WINDSOR PEERAGE FOR 1 Edited Edward W. London : 
Chatto & Windus. Crown (18. 64.) ty 


Tue Lonpvon Diocese Book, CuurcH CALENDAR, AND GENERAL ALMANACK 
FOR 1890, London: Griffith, Farran, & Co. Crown vo. (18. 6d.) 


greater prominence some of the relationships which exist between 
strategy and policy. A year or two ago, when General Brackenbury was 
examined by a Select Committee appointed to investigate the Army and 
Navy Estimates, he laid great stress on the efficiency of the general staff of 
the German Army, which he described as the keystone of the whole system 
of German military organisation, and as the powerful brain of the entire 
service. General Brackenbury added, ‘I cannot but feel that to the 
want of any such great central thinking department is due that want of 
economy and efficiency which to a certain extent exists in our army.” 
Mr. Wilkinson endeavours to show the actual working of the military 
organisation of Germany, and he also strives to point out what are 
its peculiarities, ‘‘local, temporary, and personal,” and what the 
“‘unchangeable principles, in virtue of which it has prospered.” He 
describes with great clearness the preliminaries of a — the 
manner in which military responsibility is distributed, and the way 
in which the general staff is recruited, regulated, and controlled. The 
book takes the reader behind the scenes and enables him to understand 
—so far, at least, as that is possible to a civilian—the Prussian system of 
division of labour, and graduation of authority, and responsibility, by 
means of which the German army has been brought to its present pitc 
of perfection. 


Last November Sir Frederick Young read a paper at a meeting of the 
Royal Colonial Institute on ‘‘ A Winter Tour in South Africa,” which 
he has now amplified and published in volume form. Sir Frederick 
visited Cape Town, Kimberley, Bechuanaland, Johannesburg, Pretoria, 
Natal, Maritzburg, Durban, and other centres of interest. He gives a 
plain, straightforward account of his travels, and sums up his impressions 
of the places he visited with business-like brevity and decision. Perhaps 
the most interesting passage in the book is the description of the week 
at Johannesburg—a town which did not exist two or three years ago, 
but now possesses a decidedly mixed and very energetic - 
Sir Frederick Young extols the climate of South Africa, and expresses 
the hope that some thoroughly efficient system of sanitary organisation 
may be speedily established in the towns which are springing up in the 
Transvaal. He discusses the native question, and asserts that the Kafirs 
are becoming masters of the situation, and that constant intercourse with 
white people is having the effect of introducing among them the germs 
of an incipient civilisation. He states that he was never in a country 
which required railways more than the Transvaal, and he paints a glowing 
picture of the future of South Africa, with its millions of acres of fer- 
tile and so far uncultivated land. He does not believe that the political 

roblem in South Africa is insoluble. What is wanted, he contends, is 

mperial Federation. The book is illustrated by photographs, and 
contains a capital map of South Africa, on which Sir Frederick Young’s 
journey of four thousand miles is indicated by a red line. 


Mr. Edward Walford’s ‘‘ Windsor Peerage for 1890” is an attractive 
and handy volume of five hundred and yo pages, containing, in 
double columns, a full, true, and particular account of the titled classes of 
England, Scotland, and Ireland. The social ‘‘order of precedence” 
is not observed, for the names are placed in the more convenient order of 
the alphabet, so that Sir Frederick Abbot comes before the Duke 
of Abercorn, and Sir Peter Edlin rubs shoulders with a Peer of the 
Blood Royal. The information which is given is clear and concise, 
and fortunately we are spared long pedigrees and distant relatives. ‘‘The 
Windsor Peerage,” in fact, brings within reasonable compass the pith 
and marrow of many larger and more ambitious compilations. 


*“*The London Diocese Book and Church Calendar for 1890” has 
just attained its twenty-fifth year of issue, and is published with the 
authority of the Bishop of London. It contains statistics of the Anglican 
Communion, detailed information concerning the Provinces of Canter- 
terbury and York, and a list of Theological Colleges, Missionary In- 
stitutions, and Educational and Benevolent Societies, connected with the 
Church of England all over the world. Nothing, so far as we can 
discover, which concerns Church activity in the diocese of London, 
appears to have been overlooked by the compilers of this unpretending 
but convenient work of reference. Indeed, we are amazed at the extent 
and variety of the facts which are compressed in its careful and well- 
arranged pages. 
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THE SPEAKER 


SATURDAY, MARCH 1, 1890. 


NOTES OF THE DAY. 


THE most noticeable incident of the week in Parliament 
was the notice given on Monday by Mr. Morey, on behalf 
of Mr. GLADSTONE, of the amendment which he will propose 
to Mr. Smitu’s resolution on the subject of the Report of the 
Royal Commission. The amendment affirms that the House 
“deems it to be a duty to record its reprobation of the false 
charges of the basest and most odious description, based upon 
calumny and forgery, which have been brought against mem- 
bers of this House, and particularly against Mr. PARNELL; 
and while declaring its satisfaction at the exposure of these 
calumnies, the House expresses its regret for the wrong 
inflicted, and the suffering and loss endured through a pro- 
tracted period by reason of these acts of flagrant iniquity.” 
There can be no doubt that if, as the Ministerialists assert, 
the Opposition took a long time to make up their minds as to 


what to say regarding the result of the Commission, they have . 


now spoken to some purpose. The amendment is understood 
to be the work of Mr. GLapsTone himself. 


Mr. SExTON moved the adjournment of the House of 
Commons on Tuesday in order to call attention to the 
“Clongorey arrests.” The merits of the case to which he thus 
drew public attention are very simple. A number of respect- 
able persons were engaged in enlarging certain outbuildings 
on the farm of a widow, for the purpose of affording accommoda- 
tion to certain tenants evicted from neighbouring farms, when 
they were arrested, under circumstances of great brutality, by 
the police. <A priest, who was superintending the work, was 
arrested with his flock, and the proceedings taken against all 
were of the utmost harshness and severity. Mr. BALFour’s 
attempt to justify the action of the police and magistrates 
was feeble and half-hearted, and in the division which took 
place on Mr. SExToON’s motion, the Government majority 


- was reduced to 42. 


THE Western Australia Constitution Bill was read a second 
time on Thursday evening, after an interesting debate, which 
showed that there was practical agreement on both sides as 
to the necessity for examining the questions raised by the 
Bill in a Select Committee representing all parties. The 
importance of the practical questions involved, and at the 
same time the impolicy of refusing as much freedom as 
possible to the Colonial legislatures, make it necessary that 
this Bill should receive most careful consideration, and that 
end will now happily be attained. 


THE discussion of the Report of the Special Commission 
excellently illustrates the difference between scientific sociology 
and common untrained opinion. A scientific interpreter of 
history recognises that the action of masses of people depends 
in the main on social conditions—particularly economic con- 
ditions—and that a revolution extenuates, if it does not 
justify, a good deal which cannot be regarded as right. He 
also knows that there is a considerable difference between 
pointing out the extenuating circumstances in the past, and 
laying down moral rules for the future. Unscientific 


historians look chiefly at the biographical side of history, 
and do their best to ignore the difference between absolute 
and relative political ethics. And the rules of scientific 
interpretation are just as valid for ten years ago, as for a 
hundred or a thousand. 


Last Tuesday evening the Liberal Union Club gave a 
dinner to Lorp SELBORNE, and he—in a speech anything but 
post-prandial—gave a calm and independent analysis of the 
Report of the Special Commission, which cannot have afforded 
much comfort to the more militant members of the club. 
He separated the personal from the political charges much in 
the manner of the Daz/y Chronicle and MR. CaInk, though 
he denounced the language of the expiring /rishman and the 
system of intimidation in the manner so appropriate—and so 
easy—to a judge. 


But the conclusion of Lorp SELBORNE’s speech was 
nearly as far from practical politics as the Report itself. He 
insisted on the possible divergence of opinion among the 
Irish leaders as to the maintenance of the connection with 
England—forgetting that if such divergence existed it would 
make for that maintenance. He treated the Physical Force 
Party as still solid, despite the CRONIN case; and seemed 
to think that an agitation might be got up in Ireland 
for its independence without the leverage afforded by 
the agrarian grievances, which will soon disappear. The 
restrictions in Mr. Giapstone’s Home Rule Bill are 
certainly not matters on which a solid Secessionist party can 
unite, compact both in Ireland and America. Without the 
irritation of the Irish Office, and the disputes about arrears, 
it is difficult to see exactly what basis there will be for a 
separatist agitation. Certainly one on religious questions will 
not ensure much support from the American Irish, either in 
sympathy or in cash. 


On Wednesday night Str CHARLES RUSSELL, speaking at 
Cambridge, revealed a bit of secret history. Everyone 
remembers the unfortunate debate as to the fitness of Mr. 
Justice Day to sit on the Special Commission. Now, Sir 
CHARLES RUSSELL, with Mr. GLADSTONE’s approval, sug- 
gested to the Attorney-General that the names of three 
judges to whom no objection could be taken might easily be 
selected in private consultation between the Ministry and the 
leaders of the Opposition. The Attorney-General promised 
to submit the proposal to Mr. SmitH ; but nothing came of 
it. And so the Government gained a party advantage at the 
expense of the reputation of the Bench. 


THE appointment of Mr. Lawrance, Conservative 
member for a division of Lincolnshire, to the vacant 
judgeship adds another to the instances in which the 
present Government has disregarded the interests of 
suitors and of the law for the sake of promoting 
political partisans or personal friends. Mr. LAWRANCE 
is perhaps less conspicuously unfit than Mr. JUSTICE 
GRANTHAM, whose sole claim was that he had served his 
party by talking against time in the House of Commons ; 


and he is little, if at all, more unfit than Mr. JusTICE 
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KEKEWICH, whose claim was that he had fought two 
unsuccessful elections for his party. But no one who 
knows the Bar as it stands now would say that either 
he or Mr. VAauGHAN WILLIAMS — though the latter is 
much the more learned of the two—stands in the front 
rank of practising counsel, or will make as good a judge as 
at least half a dozen whom any barrister or solicitor 
could name. 


THE Stamford division of Lincolnshire was not contested 
in 1886, and returned a Conservative in 1885 by a majority 
of over 1,100. It is, moreover, surrounded—except on the 
east—by constituencies which seem even more hopelessly 
Conservative than itself. But since 1885 many things have 
happened. Mr. HALLey Stewart has captured Spalding, and 
made it an oasis in the desert of South Lincolnshire Con- 
servatism. The repeated and oppressive prosecutions 
of Salvationists at Stamford in 1887, overcome at last 
by passive resistance, have afforded the electorate an_in- 
structive parallel to the working of the Crimes Act in Ireland. 
The Home Rule Van (if we mistake not) has traversed the 
district, disseminating literature and ideas. As in North 
Bucks, too, the allotment question will have influence. A 
good Liberal candidate has been for some time before the 
constituency, and the Liberals are in a fighting mood. Even 
a return to the figures of 1885 should have a considerable 
effect on the neighbouring constituencies—at least two of 
which, Horncastle and Wisbech, are by no means safe 
Conservative seats. 


THE elections to the German Reichstag are not yet 
complete, because a second ballot will be needed in many 
constituencies. But they have gone far enough to show 
a marked increase in the voting power of the Socialist 
party, and a somewhat less marked increase in the 
strength of the section which, adopting English terms, 


may be called Radical. The National Liberal party has | 


suffered severely, and BisMARCK will probably have to devise 
a new combination in order to obtain a working majority. The 


vote does not imply any immediate menace to the existing’ 


structure of society and government in the Germanic Empire, 
for the other parties, taken together, will still be more 
numerous than Socialists and Radicals combined, and autho- 
rity as authority is in Germany immensely strong. But it 
will produce a moral effect on the course of German legis- 
lation, and will sensibly increase the influence of Socialistic 
principles all over Europe. The growth of this tendency 
in Germany and England contrasts strangely with its stationary 
‘position in France and Italy. 


THE home of the National Portrait Gallery is all but 
settled. Long the pictures have wandered about houseless, 
but the “unknown benefactor” has given his money, Gov- 
ernment and the County Council have fixed on the site. 
Their choice of the land at the back of the National Gallery 
will involve the closing of a row of sordid dwellings, and the 
magistrates must give their sanction to this. But this 
sanction will not be denied, and the architect, Mr. Ewan 
CHRISTIAN, is already preparing his plans. We shall gain a 
fine facade in place of the unsightly back of the National 
Gallery, and shall view our eminent men and women in an 
admirable north light. 


THE County Council is trying to solve the problem of 
connecting Blackwall with the Kentish shore of the ‘Thames. 
There are the usual three courses open :—(1) A bridge, which 
would have to be 210 feet above the high-water mark, to allow 
big ships to pass under; (2) a tunnel, which will involve 
enormous expense, and a steep descent to the entrance ; (3) 
a ferry, which would hardly seem equal to the large traffic. 


THE Channel Tunnel Company, for the time disappointed 
of their tunnel, have been boring holes in Shakespeare’s Cliff, 
near Dover, with the result that their engineer, Mr. Brapy, 
announces a find of coal at a depth of 1,180 feet from the 
surface ; and his report has been confirmed by PRoFEssOR 
Boyp Dawkins, under whose advice the enterprise was 
undertaken. ‘Coal-measures,” says the Professor, “ with 
good blazing coal, have been struck at a depth well within 
the practical mining limit.” It is premature, of course, 
to speculate upon a coal-field ; for the number and width of 
the seams have yet to be discovered. But it is equally prema- 
ture to deplore, as many are doing, the possible conversion 
of beautiful Kent into a grimy “ Black Country.” 


Sir CHARLES DILKE has noticed that the existence of 
French as an official language in Canada affords a strong 
inducement to the French-Canadians to refrain from agitating 
for admission into the United States. It is therefore satis- 
factory to learn that a motion for its abolition has been 
rejected in the Dominion House of Commons by a majority 
of about two to one, the question of its adoption in Manitoba 
having been left for local decision. It is seen in the Channel 
Islands, and insisted upon by ardent educationalists in Wales, 
that the bilingual system deserves retention for its educational 
value, if for nothing else. From this point of view one 
cannot but regret its gradual extinction in the Highlands, and 
its almost total absence in Ireland. 


THE policy of unification by simply ignoring local lan- 
guages and customs—long the ideal of England for Ireland 
and Wales, and only abandoned for Canada in 1848—had 
best be left to the bureaucracy of Russia. But though there 
is much to be said for Mr. A. THomas’s proposal to the 
House of Commons on Monday night, that Welsh-speaking 
judges should be appointed for Wales, and still more in favour 
of the slowly growing study of Welsh in the elementary schools 
of the Principality, it may well be doubted if a separate 
Minister for Wales would either earn his salary or satisfactorily 
represent the wishes of the Welsh people—at least, under a 
Conservative Government. 


How soon shall civilised opinion be delivered from the 
law forbidding marriage with a deceased wife’s sister—that 
misread and arbitrarily selected paragraph of the Mosaic 
code? A peculiarly hard case occurred at the Witt 
Assizes this week. ANNIE BAILEY, a girl of twenty-three, 
in the service of the Rev. S. W. MANGIN, rector of West 
Knoyle, Wiltshire, had a “follower” from a neighbouring 
village—one WILLIAM CLappP, a widower. Unfortunately Mr. 
Cuapp’s first wife had been ANNIE BAILEy’s aunt, so that 
he now proposed marrying a daughter of his deceased wife’s 
sister. Which he did, before the Superintendent Registrar of 
Marriages at Salisbury, being unable to find any Scriptural 
prohibition of such a marriage. So the police, nicely obser- 
vant of the adage cherchez la femme, pounced on the girl 
(leaving the man unmolested, for reasons best known to them- 
selves), and she was tried before Mr. JusTICE STEPHEN for 
signing a false declaration that there was “no impediment 
of kindred or alliance or other lawful hindrance ”— the 
grammar is that of the Act—to her marriage with WILLIAM 
Ciapp. Mr. Justice STEPHEN, more suo, sat down in 
one of the scales of justice, intimated that neither two 
children in two neighbouring villages, nor anyone else, could 
play these mad pranks along the sunny leas, and weighted the 
Mosaic law with yet another curse. The jury, however, took 
the prevalent view that on this point “ the law is an ass,” and 
acquitted the girl. His Lordship, before she left the dock, 
told her that,. whatever people might think, she was not 
married in the least. Unfortunately people w¢// think. 
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Last Saturday the French Government decided pro” 
visionally to pardon the Duc p’ORLEANs, and contemplated 
his removal to the prison of Albertville in Savoy, whence he 
could be quietly and speedily conducted to the Swiss frontier. 
The Radical party—indefensibly perhaps, but not unnaturally 
—thereupon demanded an amnesty for the Socialists now 
undergoing imprisonment for acts of violence committed in 
1880. ‘Their proposal was of course rejected by the 
Chamber, but the release of the Prince had to be aban- 
doned, to prevent their becoming irreconcilable. | Accord- 
ingly, on Monday night, he was removed to the prison of 
Clairvaux in a sleeping-car ; but with as much secrecy and 
mystery as if he had been the Man in the Iron Mask. There 
he will remain till his friends are quiet, or perhaps only till 
the Féte de la République on July 15. It is a pity that all 
parties in France should thus conspire to exaggerate his 
escapade. And it is hardly wise to give him the benefit of 
the sentiment which already hangs about the foundation of 
St. Bernard, and has hardly been dissipated by the confine- 
ment of PRINCE KRAPOTKIN and BLANQUI. 


AFTER a great deal of bluster and wire-pulling, Chicago 
has obtained a majority of the House of Representatives in 
Washington in favour of its being chosen as the scene of the 
proposed World’s Fair. ‘This selection has yet to be ratified 
by the Senate, before the Exhibition receives the sanction 
of the Government; but as the Senators are chosen by 
States, and not on a population basis, the chances are in 
favour of the Western Metropolis. During the last six 
months a spirited contest for the Fair site has been 
carried on between New York, Chicago, St. Louis, and Wash- 
ington, and each competitor had its own particular axe 
to grind. The New York Fair Committee was dominated 
by capitalists interested in the means of transportation— 
headed by Mr. Jay GouLp, who controls the Elevated Rail- 
road. There was prolonged haggling over the selections as 
the different interests came into conflict, and after this was 
settled, the rival political factions came into collision in 
the State Legislature at Albany. Chicago’s Fair Committee 
showed prodigious activity, and was bent on “ booming” the 
city—especially the real estate interests. The St. Louis Com- 
mittee had also private interests to look after. ‘The advocates 
of Washington were the least selfish, and wished to see an 
International Exhibition which would have some educational 
and scientific value. When Congress met, the rival cities 
sent delegates to the Capitol, where they began a “lobbying” 
campaign, in which the men from Chicago seemed to have 
the most money at their disposal. 


ANOTHER thing, besides Western bluster and dollars, 
which has contributed to the victory of Chicago, is the fact 
that Congressmen have begun to perceive that an Inter- 
national Exhibition would be a foredoomed failure. Why 
should European countries send exhibits to the United States 
when the present Republican Administration is only interested 
in maintaining a high tariff wall to exclude all foreign com- 
merce? Even a Protectionist Senator—Mr. CHANDLER, of 
New Hampshire—said, three weeks ago, that “our high 
Protective tariff is a serious obstacle to exhibitors from 
abroad.” Had New York been selected, a few foreign 
countries would have sent exhibits; and this would have 
presented an unpleasant object-lesson for the Protectionists. 
A comparative exhibition of American and European goods 
would have endangered one of their most cherished doctrines 
—repeated by Mr. BLaine in his article in the orth 
American Review—that, thanks to the Protective system, 
Americans pay less than is paid in Europe for articles 
of a similar character and value. But they have escaped 
this painful exposure. Foreigners are not likely to send 
exhibits so far inland as Chicago, or to go through the 
harassing formality of giving bonds with American securi- 


ties for the Custom dues on their goods. An exhibition 
at Chicago will be a purely national affair, organised for 
only material and monetary objects. 


THE chief disaster of the week is telegraphed from 
America. Its cause resembles that of the great Johnstown 
catastrophe. A large storage dam across the Hassa Yampa 
River, beyond Prescott, Arizona, gave way and let loose its 
waters, to sweep with terrific force the valley beneath, destroy- 
ing forty lives and endangering the town of Wickenburg, 
thirty miles below. The loss of property is estimated at 
many million dollars. From America also comes news of 
the death of JoHN Jacop Astor, the third of a dynasty of 
what we must call “ millionaires ” by meiosis—for language is 
too poor for them. ‘The Astor family, however, has con- 
sistently kept in view the duties involved by this wealth ; they 
have followed Mr. CARNEGIE’s gospel for good. These, 
together with the recollection of Chicago as the site for the 
coming World’s Fair ”—a choice that Europeans will not 
cavil at—are the chief trans-Atlantic items of news. ‘Too 
many Europeans have neglected Chicago, in many ways the 
most interesting, certainly the most typically modern, city in 
the States. 


Tue Bank rate has been kept this week at 5 per cent., 
but at the same time the Bank has made some concession to 
the outside market. While the rate of discount was 6 per 
cent., it lent for no shorter period than a week, and it charged 
7 per cent. interest. This week it has been lending for 
three days, and it has charged only 54 per cent. interest. 
It made the concession, however, not because the supply of 
money in the outside market had increased. On the con- 
trary, there has been extreme scarcity, and the Bank 
has been able to lend as much as 2} millions. The 
scarcity in the outside market is chiefly caused by 
the large collections of the revenue now going on, but 
partly it is the result of instalments of colonial loans 
falling due, and partly of the temporary shifting of money 
in consequence of the payment of railway dividends. While, 
however, the bill-brokers and discount houses have . been 
obliged to borrow such immense sums from the Bank of 
England, they have been taking bills as low as 4 per cent., 
and the probability of much gold being attracted from abroad 
has now disappeared, especially as stringency has returned in 
New York. At the Stock Exchange settlement, which began 
on Tuesday and ended on Thursday evening, there was very 
little demand for money, speculation having been almost 
entirely stopped. 


ALTHOUGH Stock Exchange borrowers were able to obtain 
all the loans they required at from 5 to 5% per cent., and 
carrying-over rates were light, being about 5% per cent., 
there has been general depression in the Stock Markets. 
‘The week began with a serious fall in Argentine securities, 
caused immediately by the dissolution of a syndicate formed 
to insure the success of the conversion loan; but really the 
ultimate and operative cause was the growing gravity of the 
crisis in Buenos Ayres. Speculators and brokers are failing 
in large numbers. The premium on gold has gone up once 
more to 133 per cent., and careful observers are apprehen- 
sive of an utter crash. The great increase in the Socialist 
vote in Germany, together with the unfavourable prospect of 
the iron and coal trades, have caused depression in Berlin. 
The banking and building crisis continues in Italy, and both 
financially and politically things look bad in Spain and Por- 
tugal. At home, too, the threatened coal strike and the great 
increase in railway working expenses are discouraging specu- 
lation. In the meantime, however, trade continues good, 
although speculation in commodities likewise has received a 
serious check from the long-continued stringency in the 
Money Market, and the uncertainty as to its future course. 
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THE EDUCATIONAL MARE’S NEST. 


HE debate on free schools at the end of last week was 
much too short for the importance and difficulty of the 
subject, and it is a pity that either fear of the parrot-cry of 
obstruction, or calculations of the chance of a_ better 
division one night than another, prevented an adjourn- 
ment and a second day’s discussion. However, the 
friends of free schools may well be satisfied with the debate 
so far as it went. Mr. Acland and Mr. Sydney Buxton, 
who introduced the subject, spoke with excellent sense 
and thorough knowledge. The Government met them with 
the halting answer that is natural when men have not made 
up their minds. ‘They relied mainly on the plea that, though 
the Chancellor of the Exchequer might have the money for 
free schools, Parliament had not the time. That this was a 
mere pretext is clear from the fact that only a few days before, 
in apologising for the absence of any mention of free schools 
in the Queen’s Speech, Mr. Smith had explained that 
violent alarm existed in many minds as to the pro- 
posal, and that another year of discussion at least was 
needed to dissipate it. If time were all, the Government 
might as well have postponed their Tithes Bill as a bill for 
free schools. The strongest resistance to the proposal, 
strange to say, came from its earliest friend and promoter. 
Mr. Chamberlain poured a cold douche upon it in the 
shape of a demonstration, which would be most imposing 
if the figures were not so hollow, that we run a risk, if 
we hurry to free schools on what used to be the Birming- 
ham principle, of incurring at once a capital expenditure 
of thirty millions, and an addition of nearly two millions 
to our annual expenditure on education. With this artful, but 
thoroughly artificial, calculation, we may deal some other day. 
Meanwhile, it is enough to point out the astonishing position 
in which a statesman, who has been a good friend of national 
education before now, is content to leave himself. Many, if 
not most, of the denominational schools—so runs his argu- 
ment—are inadequate, insufficient, and bad: we found them 
so at Birmingham ; they were hardly worth taking over, for 
we had to spend our money in new schools in their stead. 
What is the conclusion? Why, that children are to remain 
in these inadequate, insufficient, and bad schools, receiving 
an illusory education, simply to save what are supposed to be 
the vested rights of denominational managers. This is the 
lame and impotent conclusion to which political exigencies 
have unfortunately brought Mr. Chamberlain. 

Still more unfortunately, political exigencies have induced 
him once more to attempt to raise the watchful jealousy of the 
Nonconformists by a “‘ No Popery” cry. He made the same 
attempt upon Wales in 1886, in connection with Home Rule. 
It ended in egregious failure then, and it will end in failure now. 
There has seldom been a more unscrupulous perversion of a 
perfectly plain story. This is what the world has been asked 
by the Tory writers and speakers to believe :—Mr. Chamber- 
lain had challenged the Irish members to support the motion 
for free schools if they dared ; Mr. Morley straightway entered 
into close communion with Mr. O’Connor, ascertained the 
terms on which the Irish would vote, received these terms in 
writing, then rapidly invented a formula in compliance with 
them, and finally sprung his new and original proposal on the 
House. One bold journalist actually affirmed that a formal 
nstrument had been signed, sealed, and délivered by Mr. 
Morley as his act and deed ; and itis really a mercy that the 
journalist did not take it into his head himself to frame the 
instrument and sell it to the Zimes. Every one of these startling 
particulars proves to be false. Mr. Morley is shown never 
to have spoken to any Irish members, or to have had any 
dealings on the matter with them ; the document supposed 
to contain the terms of an unholy concordat turns out to 
have been a harmless extract from an old speech, to which 


reference had been made in the debate ; the formula sud- 
denly improvised, on the spur of the moment, for the 
purposes of a nefarious coalition, had been advanced in 
the selfsame words by Mr. Mundella, a couple of hours 
earlier, and, more wonderful still, it was in substance 
neither more nor less than the suggestion which had recom- 
mended itself many months before to the Liberal minority of 
the Royal Commission on Education. The suggestion may 
be good or it may be bad, but the public will be able to judge 
of the manceuvre by which it has been seized as a means of 
scoring a point in the Unionist game, and poisoning the 
discussion of the difficult and complicated subject of a free 
system of national education by odious and unfounded ° 
charges of party intrigue and personal baseness. 

The suggestion made from the front Opposition bench 
is identical in spirit with the provision of the Scottish 
Education Act of 1872. The general lines of that Act imply 
the existence of a public school in every parish or burgh, 
under public management. That, we take it, is the very 
foundation of the policy we are considering. But the Scotch 
Act contemplates the case of certain minorities, and allows 
the department to give support to schools of those minorities 
where, “after due inquiry, it is satisfied that no sufficient 
provision exists for the children for whom the school is in- 
tended, regard being had to the religious belief of their parents, 
or that it is otherwise specially required in the locality 
where it is situated.” What does this mean? It means that 
in the one-school parish, that one school must be managed 
by representatives of the whole community ; but that where, 
as in the East end of London, there is a Jewish quarter, 
or where, as in Liverpool and other large cities, there is a 
large Catholic population, then a school, intended only for 
Jews, or only for Catholics, may receive the compensation, 
whatever it may be, for the abolished school pence. In other 
words, it means the combination of considerate and liberal 
treatment for small and poor minorities with the general 
principle of public schools under “ public management.” 

Mr. Lyulph Stanley, who has as complete a practical 
mastery of the whole field of national education as any man 
alive, and who was appointed on the Royal Commission as 
the representative of what may be called the Ultras of 
an unsectarian system, has reproduced the passage from 
the minority Report in which this position was definitely 
explained. The Catholics, said the unsectarian minority, 
are unwilling to go to other schools when they can 
have their own, and their schools are really used by 
Protestants. ‘It would be well if Parliament should 
recognise this fact and should give, as in Scotland, a 
wider meaning to the word suitability. . . . We must 
point out that the liberty of establishing distinctive and 
denominational schools under private and largely under 
clerical management is a fair concession to minorities where 
the general school system is popular and representative, but 
the circumstances are materially altered if this liberty to 
found exclusive schools prevents the mass. of the people 
from having the control of the management and the appoint- 
ment of the teachers in the schools to which they are by 
law forced to send their children.” That is to say, we must 
have a national system of schools under popular control ; give 
us that, and we will not bear harshly on small minorities with 
peculiar local requirements, in settling the details of abolishing 
the pence and making the schools free. 

There is plenty to be said against all this. But as a tem- 
porary expedient, to facilitate the concession of a great boon, 
it, at least, deserves fair consideration. ‘That it needs only to 
be temporary, is pretty certain. It is pretty certain that the 
Catholic leaders were preparing for the admission of some 
representative element in the management of their schools 
during the hours of secular instruction. It will not be easy to 
arrange ; for the choice of the teacher, which the Catholics 
at present consider vital, would seem to be aff essential part 
of popular control. Whether temporary or permanent, 
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however, whether gocd or bad in its merits, the suggestion— 
made by two such experis in education as Mr. Mundella and 
Mr. Stanley—ought to be extricated from the tangle of false 
issues in which it is diligently sought to be involved by a 
politician in a fix, always keenly on the watch to spy a way 
out of his fix. 


PRICKING A BUBBLE. 


WE must give the Z/mes credit for the courage which it 

shows in one matterat least. It has not been afraid to 
give its readers a full report of the speech in which Sir William 
Harcourt has analysed the Report of the Royal Commission, 
and pricked the bubble so zealously blown by the apologists 
for Mr. Parnell’s slanderers. It must have required not 
a little valour on the part of the implicated journal to take 
this course; for unquestionably Sir William Harcourt did 
not mince matters, and alike in vigour of expression and logical 
completeness of demonstration his speech was crushing. 
Liberals before Sir William spoke had some reason to com- 
plain of the silence of their leaders on the question of the 
Report. It is true that in itself such silence was both dignified 
and in accordance with our best Parliamentary traditions. 
A grave judicial document, not in itself of a very simple 
character, and dealing with* a question at once deli- 
cate and complicated, is not a matter upon which a 
responsible politician usually cares to express his opinion 
hastily, especially when it is to be submitted to a full debate 
in Parliament. But there was no delicacy or scruple on the 
other side. We do not complain of the Zimes for having 
returned with renewed vigour on the very morrow of the publi- 
cation of the Report to its old task of misleading the public 
and vilifying the Irish members, whom it now pursues with 
a malice which is made all the more bitter by its own conscious- 
ness of defeat. The Zimes has been convicted and condemned, 
and its venomous railings against those whom it has tried to 
wrong are of little consequence to anybody. But when Sir 
Richard Webster—surely merging the character of the respon- 
sible politician inthat of the highly fee’d advocate—made haste, 
almost before he could have found time to read the report, to 
offer a most immoral gloss upon its contents to the members 
of a Tory club at Oxford, and when a Cabinet Minister like 
Mr. Chaplin thought it becoming to indulge in public lauda- 
tions of the Zimes, which logically should have been extended 
to Pigott himself, it was time for some Liberal Minister of 
responsible position to speak out. Sir William Harcourt has 
done well, therefore, to tell the world what he thinks of the 
Report of the Special Commission, and Sir Charles Russell 
has done equally to reply to Sir Richard Webster’s daring 
misrepresentations of that document. 

No one who reads Sir William Harcourt’s speech with an 
open mind can avoid the conclusion that he proves at least 
two points. The first is, that whatever they may say now, 
the people who are responsible for the creation of the 
Commission declared beforehand that they would regard 
such a result as that which has now been attained as 
an acquittal of the traversers. Mr. Chamberlain, it is well 
known, was the first to suggest the unhappy device of a 
Special Commission. In a certain sense he might be 
called the father of the Commission; and to him Sir 
William Harcourt appeals. Now if the extracts from Mr. 
Chamberlain’s speeches which Sir William read to the 
Bath Liberals on Wednesday have any meaning at all, they 
mean that the only charges which the member for Birming- 
ham considered of real importance were “not boycotting or 
offences against property,” but those “affecting complicity of 
hon. members with crimes of personal violence and outrage.” 
We might carry the argument from Mr. Chamberlain’s speech 
further than this, for he practically declared that the only 
point of importance into which the Commission would have to 
inquire was the authenticity of the Pigott letters. We prefer, 
however, to adopt the wider rather than the narrower interpre- 


tation of the scope of the Commission to which he committed 
himself. It is, indeed, the interpretation which was univer- 
sally adopted in Unionist circles at the time when the Commis- 
sion was formed. It was to establish or refute the actual com- 
plicity of the Parnellite members in crimes of personal violence, 
in murders and outrages, that the three judges were set to work. 
The Unionist members and newspapers would have turned to 
ridicule the idea that their duty was to gather together a string 
of passages from the speeches of politicians of all degrees of 
importance in which boycotting received a certain measure 
of sanction; they would have shrieked with laughter at 
the notion that one of the issues to be solemnly decided 
and reported upon by Sir James Hannen and his colleagues was 
whether Mr. Michael Davitt was or was not, at one period of 
his life, a Fenian. Now on the questions which, at the time 
when the Special Commission Bill was passed, Mr. Parnell’s 
bitterest enemies regarded as being the only questions of vital 
importance to be put before the Commission, the answer is a 
complete, a triumphant acquittal, not only for Mr. Parnell 
himself, but for all his colleagues. Sir William Harcourt 
has made this fact apparent even to the most prejudiced, and 
Sir Richard Webster himself will find it difficult to contest 
his conclusions. 

The other point which comes out very strongly in the 
Bath speech is that the “ political crime” of which the judges 
have found the Parnellites guilty, is not, in the strict sense of 
the word, crime at all. It is no more crime, that is to say, 
than it was criminal to belong to a trades union before the 
Act of 1875. Legally a trade combination before that year 
was a “criminal conspiracy,” and legally it isa “ criminal con- 
spiracy ” to enter into any society, or union, or combination, for 
the purpose of effecting any one of a great many changes in the 
English Constitution and the law of the land, about the wisdom 
of which many of us are agreed. The idea that Mr. O’Brien 
is a “criminal” in the common sense of the term, because at 
one time he was anxious to see Ireland made absolutely 
independent, and because he joined the Land League hoping 
that he might thereby do something to effect this end, is one 
that the common sense of mankind must reject. But Sir 
William Harcourt showed further, and with great effect, that 
the judges practically destroyed any value which their 
Report might have as a judgment upon the political 
aspect of the Parnellite movement by their own declaration 
that they felt themselves debarred from entering into the 
question of the causes of that movement. ‘There was no 
exaggeration in his remark that in such circumstances the 
judges would have been bound to condemn Franklin, 
Jefferson, and Washington as traitors and pirates. Finally, 
both Sir William Harcourt and Sir Charles Russell pointed 
to the very awkward fact that, long after all the charges 
which the judges have found to be proved against 
the Parnellites had become matters of public notoriety, 
an intimate alliance existed between the Tory leaders 
and the Parnellite party. The Zimes impudently pretends 
that this is only based upon a story told by Mr. Parnell 
regarding his famous interview with Lord Carnarvon, and it 
characteristically insinuates that Mr. Parnell is lying. It for- 
gets that the testimony to the reality and the strength of the 
Salisbury-Parnell alliance received its public seal and manifes- 
tation during the General Election of 1885. 


SOCIAL DEMOCRACY AND THE CONSCRIPTION. 


‘THE success of the Social Democrats in the German 

elections has taken the world by surprise, yet the 
victory is in reality far greater than is commonly supposed. 
Where the Ministerialists had no chance of carrying their 
own men, they supported the Radicals, to keep out the still 
more obnoxious Socialists ; and when the Socialists could not 
hope to win they voted for the Radicals, to keep out the 
Ministerialists. The electoral strength of the Social Demo- 
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crats has been greatly obscured by this cross voting, and the 
addition to their parliamentary representatives is therefore 
far from being a fair test of their increase in the constituencies. 
But great and rapid as has been their growth in voting 
power, that fact, important as it is, is far less significant than 
the number of new constituencies in which they have un- 
expectedly displayed their influence. Had they merely in- 
creased their strength in places where they had a footing 
already, their opponents need not have regarded it as anything 
more than one of those unpleasant reverses which are not 
uncommon in the vicissitudes of an electoral campaign. 
What makes the success of the Social Democrats so 
ominous, is not so much their display of strength where 
they were known to exist in some force, as the extent 
of new ground which they are seen to occupy. Not 
only have they appeared in unforeseen strength in towns 
where they had not been previously known as a political force 
at all; the epidemic has spread into rural districts, and 
Socialist votes have been given in constituencies where 
Socialism was not even so much as suspected. At this 
rate, the next General Election may leave the Social Demo- 
crats masters of the situation. It may make them numerically 
the largest single party in Parliament, and as they are 
certain to act solidly together, the temptation to bid for their 
support will prove irresistible to the other groups. That sup- 
port will not be given for nothing, and the first use which the 
Social Democrats are likely to make of their opportunity is to 
press for a redistribution of seats. By the existing Constitu- 
tion the number of deputies was fixed on the basis of one 
representative for every hundred thousand of the population. 
But Berlin has now a population of a million and a half, and 
ought therefore to have fifteen deputies instead of the six 
whom it returns to Parliament. The same disproportion 
prevails in other large towns, and all sections of Liberals have 
from time to time advocated a redistribution of seats in 
accordance with electoral facts. But the Government 
has hitherto successfully resisted any attempt to rectify the 
present anomaly, knowing that the strength of the Social 
Democrats lies in the big towns. Will they continue to 
resist? If they do, the result will be that so glaring a 
grievance will supply an admirable cry for the Social 
Democrats and help to swell their numbers at the next General 
Election. If, on the other hand, the Government yield, 
the new Reform Bill is tolerably certain to give a decisive 
majority to the Social Democrats. In either case, they stand 
to win, and the only difference will be that the longer the 
reform is delayed ,the more complete will be their victory 
when it comes. 

It is unquestionable, then, that Bismarck’s apparent vic- 
tory over Social Democracy has ended in disaster to his cause; 
and his discomfiture is far more signal than appears on 
the surface of the recent contest. To what is the suc- 
cess of the Social Democrats mainly due? How shall 
we account for the wide diffusion of their influence ? 
For that is really the most significant factor in the case. 
Prince Bismarck has urged a relentless war against them. 
He has passed laws for the sole purpose of curtailing their 
opportunities of propagating their doctrines. He has sup- 
pressed their newspapers and imprisoned or exiled or 
gagged such of their spokesmen as he could legally lay his 
hands on. Freedom of the press and of the platform has 
been denied to the Social Democrats i. the Fatherland, 
and Prince Bismarck has been congratulated at home 
and abroad on the success of his fepressive policy. 
Now we see where it has landed him. Coercion 
which is not thorough—and it can never be quite 
thorough under a parliamentary 7égime—is generally more 
beneficial to the persecuted than to the persecutor.  Bis- 
marck’s persecution has doubtless helped the cause of 
Social Democracy; but the Social Democrats have had 
another ally on which neither Chancellor nor Kaiser ever 
reckoned —a propagandist more potent than all the 


journalists and lecturers whom Prince Bismarck either 
silenced or banished. The secret ally of the Social 
Democrats has been Bismarck’s own pet instrument of Gov- 
ernment, the German military system. Under that system— 
which all the military monarchies have now adopted, and 
which some short-sighted men would have our country also 
adopt—the army has ceased to be a military caste and is 
merged in the nation. Every male German is compelled 
to be a soldier ; that is, to live in barracks for three years— 
the three most impressionable years of his life—and to spend 
a considerable part of the remainder of his life in camps. 
Consider what that means for those who never heard of 
Socialism, or heard of it only as an enemy of God and the 
Fatherland, and who are swept in crowds annually from the 
villages and small towns of Germany and brought into contact 
and intimacy with the soldiers and conscripts of the large 
towns, who are deeply imbued with Socialism. The raw 
recruits from the country become easy converts to the new 
gospel, and after their three years’ service return in multi- 
tudes to the rural districts, thus become radiating centres 
of Social Democracy throughout the German Empire. To 
this fact is undoubtedly due that widespread dissemination 
of Socialistic ideas which the German elections have just 
revealed. The young Emperor, who is thoroughly in touch 
with the army, had evidently an inkling of what was coming, 
and we attribute to his own initiative, rather than to Prince 
Bismarck’s, his bold attempt to lead and_ control a force 
which he has the wit to see is on the eve of becoming 
irresistible. The army is extensively impregnated by the 
principles and doctrines of Social Democracy, and the 
Emperor, recognising the inevitable, goes forth to meet the 
Democracy like our own Richard II., and exclaims, “I will 
be your leader.” ‘That we take to be the motive of the 
Imperial rescripts and of the Imperial solicitude to bring the 
combined wisdom of the United States and of the principal 
European Powers to bear on the solution of the problem 
which lies athwart the path of all modern Governments, and 
which threatens the tranquillity of Germany in particular. 
There is no city in Europe so gangrened with Socialism and 
anarchical ideas as Berlin, and the elections that have just 
taken place show how rapidly the infection is spreading. The 
Emperor evidently sees that there is no time to lose. And he 
is right ! 

But while we give the German Emperor credit for the 
boldness with which he has endeavoured to grapple with a 
question which bristles with difficulties, and while we believe 
that his action is inspired by genuine sympathy with the 
suffering masses and not by mere reasons of Statecraft, we do 
not think that he has hit upon the true remedy. The 
scheme of State Socialism which he crudely sketches, even if 
practicable (which we seriously doubt), would be at best but a 
temporary palliative, not a radical cure. The fact is, the cause 
of the misery which has moved and alarmed the Emperor is 
mainly due to those “bloated armaments” for which his grand- 
father and his Chancellor are chiefly responsible. The new 
army system has turned Continental Europe into a series of 
armed corps. Millions of men, the flower of a nation’s man- 
hood, are withdrawn from industrial employments and are 
maintained in idleness at the expense of the other millions 
who toil and spin. A typical instance of the widespread 
misery and poverty which the system of universal conscrip- 
tion entails, came under the notice of the present writer a 
short time ago in a foreign capital. A skilled cabinet-maker, 
who was making a good and an increasing income, was sud- 
denly drafted into the army. His young wife and three 
children were thus deprived of their protector and bread- 
winner. They might never see him again, or he might return 
at the end of three years maimed or in broken health ; and 
on the most favourable view his trade was destroyed and he 
would have to begin life all over again. Consider the myriads 
of families all over Europe who are in that predicament, and 
remember that it is not married men only who are thus injured, 
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but the whole manhood of a nation in varying degrees, and you 
get a vivid picture of the ruin and misery of which the system of 
universal conscription is the fruitful parent. Even the intel- 
lectual life of the nation suffers grievously. Young men are 
taken away in the midst of studies which most of them are 
not likely to resume again. A far-sighted and highly culti- 
vated German professor stated some years ago that he appre- 
hended a period of intellectual decadence for Germany as 
one of the results of universal conscription. 

We think, however, that our Government has done wisely 
in accepting the German Emperor’s invitation to an in- 
ternational Labour Conference. ‘The discussion of Socialism 
before so august an assembly cannot fail to do good. Per- 
haps it may even open the eyes of some of the masters of 
legions to the peril to their own selves which lies in the fact 
of a nation of disciplined and armed soldiers. The nations 
of Europe, our own included, found it desperately hard, 
sometimes, to put down, even with disciplined troops, the 
mob insurrections begotten of oppression and misery, 
which were the only defensive weapons of the masses 
before the days of ‘Trades Unions. But discipline 
and arms always prevailed in the long run against un- 
disciplined and unarmed valour. Universal conscription has 
changed all that. Even so late as 1848 the late Emperor 
William was obliged to flee from his country to escape the 
vengeance of the population of Berlin on whom he had 
ordered his troops to fire. ‘The army now means the nation, 
and in the next popular rising the army in uniform is not likely 
to obey with alacrity an order to fire on the soldiers in plain 
clothes. The truth is, that the conscription, together with 
popular education and a cheap Press, is silently undermining 
the old order of things, and will soon make absolute and 
oligarchical rule impossible. “If subjects were wise, war 
is a game which kings would not play at.” The subjects 
are quickly learning that wisdom ; and it would be a singular 
instance of the irony of fate if the monarchy which led the 
way in the ruinous competition of military expenditure 
should be the first to make a move, by stress of necessity, 
from which future historians will date the beginning of a 
policy of general disarmament. 


THE THREATENED COAL STRIKE. 

T is to be hoped that some means will be found to avert 
the threatened strike in the coal trade. If it occurs, it 

is estimated that very nearly 400,c00 men will be thrown out 
of employment, the Miners’ Federation alone having a mem- 
bership of about 320,000, andseveral districts that are insisting 
upon an advance in wages not having joined the Federation. 
Both Durham and Northumberland believe themselves strong 
enough to obtain what they demand without outside help. 
Indeed, the miners of Durham are asking for an advance of 
15 pt® cent., while the demand of the Federation is for a 10 
per cent. rise. The Durham mine-owners are showing them- 
selves much more conciliatory than those elsewhere. They 
began by offering to submit their books to the inspection of 
accountants appointed by the miners as a proof that they 
could not afford to give the advance demanded. ‘The 
miners declined the proposal, and now the coal-owners 
have offered them an immediate advance of 5 per cent., 
or a reference of the whole question to an open and free arbi- 
tration. ‘There appear to be good grounds to hope that the 
iatter offer may lead to a fair compromise. But elsewhere 
it looks at present as if neither side was willing to give 
way an inch. The Yorkshiré miners are especially deter- 
mined. They are unanimous in their approval of the 
decision to strike unless the 10 per cent. advance is 
given ; and, as further evidence of the spirit animating them, 
they are reported to have decided not to draw strike pay 


during the first fortnight of the struggle. But though York- 
shire is leading the movement, as it did last year and the year 
before, it appears to be steadily supported by Lancashire and 
the Midland counties. On the other hand, the mine- 
owners have passed resolutions affirming their determina- 
tion not to yield, and are busily forming a great Coal- 
owners’ Federation as a counterpoise to that of the miners. 
Such a union would be formidable indeed if it could be 
expected to keep together for any length of time, but when 
it is borne in mind that many of those who have already joined 
the Federation are steel and iron manufacturers as well as 
coal-owners, it may be doubted whether in case of a strike 
their interests as steel and iron manufacturers would not 
conflict with those of the coal-owners pure and simple. It 
is evident at all events that the miners believe that they 
would, and are, therefore, not so much alarmed by the 
action of the coal-owners as might at first sight have been 
expected. 

The argument of the miners is that they have not got 
their fair share of the rise in the price of coal which has taken 
place since the recovery of trade set in. ‘To this the 
coal-owners reply that they themselves have not obtained 
the full advantage of the rise, firstly, because many 
of the contracts entered into by them at low prices 
have not yet expired; and, secondly, because the prices 
quoted by the men are those of the best coals, and that a large 
proportion of the output is of inferior descriptions. It is, of 
course, impossible for anyone who has not inspected the books 
of the employers to judge between the two parties. But there 
is force in the rejoinder of the miners that their employers put 
forward precisely the same argument last year and the year 
before, and yetratherthan facea strike conceded thefulldemands 
of the men on both occasions. The rejoinder, however, though 
it carries weight is not conclusive, for the general trade of the 
country was visibly improving both last year and the year 
before, and the coal-owners, therefore, had reason to hope 
that prices would continue to rise, and that thus, even if 
at the moment the state of their business did not justify 
the advance, they would yet be able to recoup themselves 
before very long; whereas now the improvement in general 
trade has unquestionably experienced a check from the high 
rates of interest and discount that have ruled for months past. 
Since Christmas there has been a great falling-off in the orders 
for new shipping both in Scotland and in England, and the 
heavy fall in pig-iron prices during the past few weeks is evidence 
of something more than undue speculation, though undoubtedly 
that existed. It is to be hoped, then, that both parties will 
be reasonable, for to drive matters to extremities would be 
not only to inflict loss and hardship upon themselves, but to 
throw the whole industry of the country into confusion. 
Coal is the great instrument of production nowadays, 
and to make coal artificially scarce and dear is to 
stop many industries altogether, and to injure all. There 
is scarcely a working man in the country consequently 
who will not suffer more or less if a strike on the scale 
threatened takes place, and there is no one in any rank 
who will not suffer inconvenience of some kind. That is 
no reason why the miners should submit to unfair treat- 
ment if they really are underpaid. ‘Their occupation is in 
the highest degree dangerous, unhealthy, and unpleasant. 
Everybody must feel that they are entitled to ask the very 
highest wages which in the existing state of trade the employers 
can afford to pay. But while this must be freely conceded, it 
is equally evident that if they insist upon higher wages than 
their employers can afford, they will very soon bring about 
such a stoppage of work as will undo what they are now 
trying to gain. Equally is it incumbent upon the coal- 
owners to show themselves conciliatory. So far outside of 
Durham they have not done so, for the meeting to which 
the men’s demand was referred adjourned to a distant day. 
They will, however, incur a very grave responsibility if through 
their obstinacy they force on a desperate struggle. ‘The case 
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is eminently one for arbitration. The coal-owners of Dur- 
ham see this, and have already offered to arbitrate. Why 
should not the coal-owners elsewhere do the same, or at all 
events, if their pride will not permit them to offer arbitration, 
why should they not accept arbitration if it is proposed by 
disinterested parties of weight and character in the country ? 


THE LIBERAL SPLIT AND LIBERAL CLUBS. 
HE unfortunate difference between the Unionist and 
Gladstonian members of the Manchester Reform Club 
brings into temporary prominence one of the special features 
in English political life at the present moment. Our great 
political clubs down to the beginning of 1886 were justly 
regarded as being bulwarks of the two great parties in the 
State. Several years ago, at the time when Mr. Chamberlain 
was doing his utmost by means of his Unauthorised Pro- 
gramme, and his rabid attacks upon Lord Hartington and 
Mr. Goschen, to cause a division in the Liberal party, a Cabinet 
Minister of great experience and sagacity was asked what he 
thought of the likelihood of a break-up in the Liberal ranks. 
“T don’t believe that there can be any break-up,” was his reply, 
“because of the existence of our great political clubs ; a man 
learns to love his favourite club in course of time, and he will 
submit to almost anything rather than exclude himself from it.” 
We have learned a great deal since these words were uttered, 
however, and, among other things, we have learned that it is 
possible to cause a serious if not an irremediable division in 
the ranks of the Liberal party. How has that division affected 
club life, and how ought it to affect it? These are questions the 
importance of which everybody will admit. Hitherto, it is true, 
in our London clubs the mutual toleration, forbearance, and 
good-feeling of members has prevented anything in the nature 
of a crisis. At Brooks’s, to be sure, soon after the introduction 
of the Home Rule Bill, it seemed as though the Club was 
on the point of being rent in twain. Furious blackballing 
against supporters of Home Rule was followed by not less 
furious reprisals on the other side, and matters reached 
such a pass that it was felt to be necessary for a time to 
put an end to the admission of new members to that 
sacred shrine of Whiggery. But the heads of both parties 
intervened, and a *odus vivend? was arrived at, which has 
happily enabled the Club to pursue the even tenor - of 
its way without further disturbance. At the Reform the 
course of events down to the present moment has been 
still more satisfactory, for there we believe the two parties 
have lived together in comparative amity, and neither on the 
one side nor on the other has the Irish question been 
allowed to influence the ballots for candidates. The only 
rivalry, indeed, between Home Rulers and Unionists at the 
Reform seems to have taken the pleasant shape of competitive 
subscriptions for portraits of Mr. Gladstone and Lord Harting- 
ton; though inasmuch as many members subscribed for both of 
these portraits, it cannot be said that the result threw much light 
upon the proportionate strength of either party in the Club. 
The National Liberal Club, which in its constitution and the 
personnel of its members bears a stronger resemblance to the 
country political clubs than to the older London institutions, 
seems to have thrown in its lot decisively with the Home 
Rule party ; but, if we remember aright, this step was brought 
about chiefly by the wholesale resignation of Unionist 
members, and we believe that at this moment there are 
not only many Unionists still in the Club but some actually 
on the Committee. 

The circumstances of the dispute at the Manchester 
Reform Club are somewhat peculiar. The present president 
of the Club is Mr. Jacob Bright, one of the Home Rule 
members for Manchester. Another member of the Club, 
Professor Hopkinson, was recently brought forward as a 
Unionist candidate in opposition to Mr. Bright for the division 


of Manchester which that gentleman now represents. It 
was this proceeding on the part of Mr. Hopkinson which 
roused the ire of the Gladstonian members of the Club, 
who are evidently in a large majority, and led them to pass 
a direct vote of censure upon Mr. Hopkinson for the course 
he had taken. It is hardly necessary to point out that 
strong provocation was given by Mr. Hopkinson, The 
chairman or president of a Club is presumably 
a man whom all its members are agreed in respecting, and it 
certainly does seem a strong measure for such a man to find 
an opponent in a Parliamentary contest in a gentleman 
who is a member of the political club over which he 
himself presides. So far, therefore, we can quite under- 
stand, and even sympathise with the action taken by the 
majority in the Manchester Reform Club ; but when we take 
account of all the circumstances of the existing political 
situation, we cannot but feel that it would be well if all 
Liberal Clubs were to emulate the spirit of good-temper and 
conciliation which characterises Brooks’s and the Reform. 
Whatever may be the issue of the great political crisis 
through which the country is now passing—and for our part we 
entertain no doubt as to the result-—it is at least certain that 
the question will be solved one way or the other before many 
years have passed. Our political clubs have already passed 
through many grave crises and weathered many storms ; surely 
it is not too much to ask the members of these useful and 
admirable institutions that they should strive to exercise their 
patience for a little while longer, until this storm also is a thing 
of the past. Nothing can be gained, whilst much may belost, by 
any attempt on the part of a majority in one club or another to 
make life unpleasant to the minority in that club. That the 
members of the Manchester Reform Club were well within their 
rights in protesting against astep so extreme astheappearance of 
a fellow-member as the political opponent of their president is 
not to be questioned; but having made their protest we 
would fain hope that they will now rest content and not em- 
bitter still more a political situation which is already bitter 
enough, by taking further proceedings against the Unionist 
minority. We express this hope all the more fervently 
because, hitherto, it has undoubtedly not been on the side 
of the supporters of Mr. Gladstone that this kind of social 
boycotting has generally prevailed. It is among the ad- 
mirers and supporters of the present administration 
that the social “boycott” has been severely employed 
against their political opponents. Not since the days of 
the first great struggle on the question of Parliamentary 
Reform has there been anything to compare with the 
social feud which has been waged in London during the 
last four years on the part of the Ministerialists against the 
members of the Gladstonian party. It would be a good thing 
if Mr. Gladstone’s supporters throughout the country were to 
show, not only the dames of the Primrose League, but the 
hostesses of London, a better example than that which these 
ladies have lately set. Our cause is strong enough to stand on 
its own merits. None but the weakest and most foolish amongst 
us have been driven from our ranks by the petty social persecu- 
tion which we have seen prevailing in certain classes in London 
in recent years, and we may rest assured that any retaliation 
on the part of Liberals will not deprive the ministry of a 
single supporter whose support is of the slightest value. 

But whilst we would strongly counsel the maintenance in 
our clubs of that spirit of mutual tolerance and good humour 
which has happily hitherto prevailed in most of them, we 
cannot shut our eyes to the fact that for the present these 
clubs have almost lost their political character. Happily 
they still continue to serve a most useful purpose. Everyone 
who knows the House of Commons is aware of the 
immeasurable value to that distinctively political assembly 
of the personal and social intercourse which the members 
enjoy in the precincts of the House. A _ thousand 
asperities which might otherwise interfere not only with 
the comfort of members, but with the usefulness of the 
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Hous2 as a whole, are smoothed away in the friendly 
intercourse of tea-room or smoking-room ; whilst men who 
would otherwise have no opportunity of knowing each other, 
save as rivals and antagonists, learn to appreciate and respect 
those good personal qualities of which happily no party in 
the State can claim a monopoly. Even therefore if Brooks’s 
and the Reform have for a time ceased to be strongholds of 
militant Liberalism, the fact that they afford a neutral meeting 
ground for the leading men of both sections of the Liberal 
party more than justifies their continued existence. Every 
real Liberal, to whatever section he may belong, clings to the 
hope that present divisions will not be eternal; but that by- 
and-by “the flag which is rent in twain, will be one again, 
and without a seam.” And it is in the prospect of that 
brighter day which lies ahead of us, far off though it may 
be, that we would earnestly plead for mutual forbearance and 
toleration in all our political clubs on the part alike of the 
Liberals who follow Mr. Gladstone and of those who are at 
present ranged in opposition to him. 


THE NEW JOURNALISM: IS THERE NOT A CAUSE? 


(FROM AN OCCASIONAL CORRESPONDENT.) 
HE two articles on the New Journalism which have ap- 
peared in THe SPEAKER have doubtless filled many 
persons, as they have myself, with reflections not altogether 
cheerful. Most things—so we have been wont to suppose— 
go on improving ; at least, in happy England. Education is 
becoming universal ; the number of readers increases ; so does 
their intelligence ; so also ought their taste and their tone ; so, 
most assuredly, ought that index and product of their taste and 
tone, the newspapers they read. And now THE SPEAKER, itself 
a new journal, comes telling us that the New Journalism 
is corrupting our taste, and that in many directions and 
departments there is a palpable decline in the character of 
English newspapers. For that, and nothing less, is, what 
these two articles come to. The writer has been careful to 
refrain from condemning the leading organs of the daily and 
weekly press. But we all know that one at least, and that 
still the most conspicuous, of the dailies, has lost as much in 
literary power as it has in tact and in the appearance (if not 
the reality) of fairness, since the days of John Delane ; and that 
one at least, and that one the most conspicuous, of the 
weeklies, has sunk to a point at which its dulness surpasses 
even its spitefulness. The decadence of the Z7mes and the 
Saturday Review, though not directly the subject of THE 
SPEAKER’S censures, seems to prove that journalism commands 
less-of high and finely polished talent than it did thirty years 
ago. Being unable to dispute the justice of these cen- 
sures, being forced to admit that flippancy, personality, 
recklessness in assertion and vulgarity in tone, are the 
note” of the paragraphists of the New Journalism, 
one is driven to ask who is to blame, the journalists or their 
readers? Somebody has said that every country has just such 
newspapers as it deserves. Is it our own fault, then, the fault 
of us who make up the public, that the food we get is less whole- 
some than it was formerly? Have we called for these highly- 
spiced dishes, turning away from the simple repast which was 
good enough for our fathers and mothers? Or is it the 
newspapers that have corrupted us, tempting our palate by 
stimulants which have spoiled and perverted the natural taste 
for truth and moderation and decorum, the’natural preference 
of modest knowledge to pretentious ignorance? This is 
a question which the writer of your two articles ought to deal 


with. His answer, so far as I understand him, is that 
the journalists are the guilty parties, that it is they who, 
seeing their way to produce bold and telling effects by smart- 
ness and insolence, have by degrees accustomed the public 
to expect and relish what would formerly have repelled it. 
With all deference to his judgment, I believe it is on the 
public itself that the blame must be thrown. Journalists are 
mere caterers for the public. They do not attempt to 
lead it any more than Ministers try to lead the country 
or members their constituents. ‘To please the public—that 
is to say, to sell their papers—and incidentally to show their 
cleverness, is their whole aim, in the pursuit of which only 
those means are helpful which attract and delight the public. If 
flippancy and sensationalism are the means so generally em- 
ployed, this is because these means have proved successful. 
And thus the question comes to be, Why do the public relish 
flippancy and sensationalism, and those other qualities which 
the New Journalism is said to flaunt before us? Let us put 
the saddle on the right horse, and ask, Why has public taste in 
newspapers declined during the last thirty years? ‘here is 
an obvious explanation—that the public has in these thirty 
years grown to be a new and vastly larger public. The whole 
of the lower middle and even a large part of the working class, 
now read dailies and weeklies, which would thirty years ago 
have been read only bythe upper middle and so-called “ higher” 
classes. But like many obvious explanations, this one does not 
meet the facts. It casts an undeserved imputation on those who 
used to be called “the lower orders,” who after all generally 
accept the standard set for them in these matters by their 
“betters.” It is not in the middle and humbler classes that 
the liking for personal gossip, smartness, and fleering levity, 
has sprung up, but among those who wear dress-coats in the 
evening and consider themselves educated. Social para- 
graphism began with the oldest of the so-called society 
journals about 1869; political paragraphism has reached 
its most offensively and recklessly personal character in 
the paper which professes to be par excellence Anti-Radical, 
and to represent the views of an aristocratic quarter. 
Vulgarity, as Mr. Hamilton Aidé has lately reminded us, is 
now specially rife among the fashionable sets. It is the 
people who are always meeting one another at balls and 
dinners and races who are most anxious to see their names 
and entertainments in print ; while ladies of high degree are 
not ashamed to let their photographs be exposed for sale in 
shop windows, and sometimes to make a little profit on the 
transaction. The class which ought to have been the 
guardian of manners and taste has been the class most 
ready to encourage fastness among women and to laugh at 
chivalry among men; and if the general tone and sentiment 
of English society are still sound and pure, it is not to 
those who enjoy rank and wealth, but to those who hold a 
less eminent station, and lead quieter lives, that the credit 
belongs. 

However, I am not concerned to apportion the merit or 
demerit of the change in journalism between different classes, 
but to suggest a few reasons which may soften your judgment 
on the journalistic profession by showing how it has been led 
to satisfy the appetite of the public. The breaking down of 
old social distinctions has made the bulk of the nation feel 
itself nearer to the titled and wealthiest class, and more curious 
about their doings. The fashionable class has discarded 
reticence, and relishes the publicity which a cheap press 
provides. Personal gossip is on the level of the meanest 
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understanding ; it is what the newspapers find it easiest to 
procure or invent; it is also what readers indifferent 
to graver matters seize upon. So many eminent or highly 
placed persons are gratified when they are written about, that 
all eminent persons are assumed to be of the same mind ; 
and the journalist is surprised when a theologian declines to 
be interviewed, or a soldier refuses to write a sketch of him- 
self for publication. Society in growing richer has grown 
more luxurious ; luxury has made men fonder of amusement 
and increased the number of those who are accustomed 
to read but indisposed to exert their minds. Hence 
the newspaper which was once bought for business or for 
politics alone, is now bought for entertainment also, and a 
crop of journals have sprung up which seek only to entertain. 
He who writes to amuse the indolent must not only choose 
personal or social topics, but deal with these ina bright, keen, 
telling way. Nowadays the readers who are not indolent are 
impatient, for the world is divided between those who do 
nothing and these who have too much to do. Just as for 
the indolent news items must be carefully selected and 
dressed out attractively, so*for the impatient everything must 
be put in the sharpest and boldest way. They have not time 
for soberly reasoned arguments, or carefully-sifted statements 
of fact. The journalist responds; he pieces out or invents 
his facts ; he dashes off an epigram ; he extemporises a flip- 
pant hypothesis ; he disposes of an opponent by an insolent 
sarcasm, knowing that he writes for those who will not read 
unless he saves them all trouble, nor remember with dis- 
pleasure what has amused them, however much it may annoy 
the victim. Add to these causes the bitterness of party-feel- 
ing which during the last few years has made men on both 
sides pardon rudeness or misrepresentation employed against 
political opponents ; add also the tremendous stress of com- 
petition among a host of struggling journals. Each hopes 
to be heard by raising its voice in a shriller note than the 
others ; each knows that for one reader who will appreciate 
really good work, soundness of thinking, and delicate finish 
of style, a dozen will be caught by something smartly or 
flashily put. Our newspapers are certainly much more 
“alive” than they used to be. They give more varied in- 
formation, and give it far more quickly. They are a more 
complete mirror of the world we live in. Regarded as busi- 
ness undertakings, they are wonderful. News of all kinds, 
views swift, sharply defined, and strongly stated, are required 
from them, and provided in admirable variety and profusion. 
But the great mass of readers, if they get these things, are 
tolerant of faults which the fewer and far more fastidious 
readers of 1860 would have condemned. The Athenian 
philosopher who so often complained of the mischief done 
by the Sophists says somewhere, “ After all, the Demos itself is 
the greatest of the Sophists.” What are our little journalistic 
sophists compared to the great British public, which loves to 
have what its journals give it? 


HEREDITARY FEUDS. 


LANCING over the map of Europe the other day to show 
my little boy whereabouts he was living on the earth’s 
surface, I fell unconsciously to reflect on some of the lessons of 
political philosophy which the map silently teaches. A certain 
school of orators insist, as we all know, on the incredible paradox, 
that if Ireland gets a native Parliament, she will immediately 
employ that instrument, not to improve and itvigorate her own 
condition, which needs tonics so urgently, but to torment and 
embarrass her nearest neighbour. They have been answered that 


Nations are guided by their interest, and that it is the plain interest 


of Ireland to live in peace with England ; that after a connection of 
so many centuries, she has learned that no people can fight success- 
fully against six times their number, with sixty times their military 
equipment ; and that having got what she ardently desired, she 


would naturally enjoy it in peace, instead of renewing a contest 
in which she had forfeited so many of the material and moral 
possessions of a nation. But it seems to me that the facts which 
shine out of the map furnish a more convincing answer than logic 
or rhetoric can supply. 

There it lies, to certify that no nation in the civilised world has 
ever pursued the policy which is prognosticated for Ireland ; that, 
on the contrary, nations with the same grounds of complaint, the 
same angry memories, the same hereditary quarrels, have for- 
gotten their wrongs as soon as they were redressed, and, whenever 
it was their public interest, become the friends and allies of their 
old antagonists. It is the reproach of mankind, indeed, that they 
rarely cherish gratitude for the past, any more than hostility, but 
simply do what is pleasant or profitable for the time being, without 
relation to yesterday or the day before. 

Take out of a multitude of instances two or three recent and 
familiar ones. 

No one is ignorant of the history of Italy. From the fall of 
Napoleon till the rise of Louis Napoleon, Italy was in the grasp 
of greedy and insolent foreigners, and the Italians hated their 
masters with the passionate resentment of the South. Con- 
spiracies, émeufes, and insurrections were of habitual recurrence, 
and between the lake of Como and the canals of Venice the 
spectacle most detested was the white uniform of an Austrian 
soldier. Italians would not eat or drink, converse or traffic, 
with the stranger. For half a century they thought only 
how they might best fling off their intolerable burden. “ Their 
main hope of deliverance was from France, their Latin sister, 
separated from them only byan imaginaryline. Ingood time France 
came to their aid, and after a short campaign, Pandour or Croat 
was no more seen in the loveliest land in Europe. United Italy, 
with a great army and a fairly full treasury, was in a condition to 
avenge the gross wrongs and galling injuries she had suffered. 
Circumstances rendered revenge easy; her old enemy was 
humiliated and weakened, robbed at once of prestige and empire. 
Revenge, we are assured, is the ruling passion of the Latin race, 
and the distinguished persons whodeliveroracleson Ireland couldno 
doubt confidently predict what Italians would do under the circum- 
stances. But what they did was quite different from those dismal 
ratiocinations. Italian statesmen steadily pursued the interests of 
Italy as a nation, and never thought of racial wrongs. They did not, 
one must admit, think even of gratitude for their deliverance. Italy’s 
old ally and protector was invaded by her old oppressor, and she 
took no side in the contest. When the war terminated, she drew 
close, not to her deliverer, but to her oppressor. For the last few 
years Italy, bound in strict alliance with Austria, has been soseriousa 
menace to France that it has sometimes seemed a question of weeks 
only when an Italian army would be launched against Nice or 
Savoy. Italians plead indeed with respect to France that she 
insisted on being profusely paid for her assistance, and that 
after payment in cash, or its equivalent, there is no place for 
gratitude ; but with respect to Austria, they cheerfully admit that 
they have followed their interest, and frankly wiped out the memory 
of the past. The parallel in the case of Ireland only fails at one 
point. Italy is less bound over to peace by material guarantees 
than Ireland. Her people do not find their best market in Austria. 
They do not speak the same language as Austrians, there was no 
great party at Vienna eager for their deliverance, and they were 
not bound up by a thousand ties of friendship and kinship, com- 
merce and camaraderie, with the neighbouring country. 

Take the case of Austria herself in her relations with the new 
German Empire, and it proves as significantly that nations pursue 
only their interests. The Emperor of Austria, then Emperor of 
Germany, was the foremost potentate in Europe when the State 
which has become Prussia was an insignificant electorate, whose 
greatest glory was thatits ruler was entitled to vote on the 
selection of the Emperor. By patience, skill, and courage, and 
sometimes by unscrupulous and dishonest arts, the little 
State grew to be a considerable one, after a time got 
recognised as a kingdom, and plundered and subdued 
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its neighbours so successfully that, in the end, its king 
became rival of the Emperor, and it was long doubtful in 
favour of which of them should be revived the ancient title of 
Emperor of Germany. A quarter of a century ago the King and 
the Emperor were commissioned by the German Diet to undertake 
a joint expedition, which terminated in robbing Denmark of two 
provinces. When the division of plunder arrived, Prussia seized 
the entire spoil and left not a scrap to Austria. A war ensued, in 
which Prussia in a few weeks utterly defeated the Austrians, and 
robbed the heir of the Holy Roman Empire of all authority in 
Germany outside his own borders. The anger of an oppressed 
people is tepid compared to the tragic rage of an imperial 
family tricked, plundered, and humiliated. But nations are led 
by their interests, not by their passions, and before six years 
the defeated Emperor was the ally of the conquering King 
in an invasion of France. When that invasion had succeeded, the 
King of Prussia, raised, as it were on the bucklers of his soldiers, 
was proclaimed Emperor of Germany to the perpetual exclusion 
of his ally and associate, the hereditary chief of the old German 
Empire. Nearly twenty years have since ensued and the conquered 
Hapsburg is the closest ally to-day of the conquering Hohenzollern. 

The map teaches many such lessons, but the space of a news- 
paper is limited, and I can glance only at a few. Fifty years ago 
Belgium like Ireland sent representatives toa foreign Parliament, 
a Parliament which disregarded her interests, insulted her re- 
ligion, and sent insolent strangers to control all the departments 
of State. The Belgians rose in arms, and led by provincial ad- 
vocates and country gentlemen, drove out the Dutch. When 
Belgium was recognised by Europe as a separate and indepen- 
dent State, did the Belgians make haste to feed fat their ancient 
grudge? It is notorious that the rival states have lived in peace 
and good neighbourhood for over half a century, and we have all 
recently read of the friendly reception which the King of Holland 
met at Brussels, the city which first took up arms against Dutch 
rule. 

Forty years ago, Hungary, under Kossuth, was in arms against 
Austria for similar wrongs. By the aid of Russia Hungary was 
defeated, but after a time she sought by constitutional methods 
the end arms had failed to win, and she succeeded. Now the two 
hostile nations are united by a just and satisfactory compact as 
the Austro-Hungarian Empire. There are gusts of temper now 
and then between them, as happens, I believe, in the best disposed 
ménage, but the two States, like reasonable man and wife who 
know that there is no divorce attainable or desirable, compose 
their little difficulties in private. 

Switzerland, if it stood alone on the map, would teach the 
same lesson irresistibly—the lesson that present interests are 
cherished and old feuds forgotten. There we have a country 
like Ireland, divided in race, language, and religion, a country 
with Protestant provinces and Catholic provinces, with Teutonic 
settlements and Celtic settlements, and the feuds that separate 
them do not lie hid beyond the mist of ages. Many of us have, 
in our own lifetime, seen the Cantons in arms against each other. 
But the past is dead and buried. An efficient system of local 
government places cantonal interests under cantonal control, and 
remits general questions to a legislature fairly chosen, and concord 
reigns throughout the little Republic. 

There seems no limit and no exception, in our days, to this 
policy of setting interests above sympathy or antipathy. Of old, 
identity of creed or of political aims secured the good-will, and in 
case of need, the active assistance of dominant States, but 
this motive has disappeared from the public policy of the 
nineteenth century. Protestant Denmark in her bitter agony, 
twenty years ago, called on England for help and called in vain. 
Catholic Poland in her agony called on France and had not her 
claim allowed. And political sympathy counts for as little as 
identity of creed. The State in Europe which is the most merci- 
less enemy of human freedom, which finds a province not too 
large to house her political prisoners, which scourges subject 
races with scorpions, and denies to her teeming millions the 


scantiest agency of personal or public liberty, is courted and 
caressed by the democratic republic in America, and by the 
bourgeois republic in Europe. 

A sordid Ireland regarding material interests alone, and deaf 
to the call of human sympathy, is not the fafria we claim. We 
rather dream of such a future as a native poet has painted— 


‘* May Ireland's voice be ever heard 

Amid the world's applause ! 

And never be her flag-staff stirred, 
But in an honest cause ! 

May freedom be her very breath, 
Be justice ever dear : 

And never an ennobled death 
May son of Ireland fear ! 

So the Lord God will ever smile, 

With guardian grace, upon our isle.” * 


But that such a generous and honest Ireland would not 
cherish revenge ».'.-n her just claims are conceded is the con- 
viction of wise and sober-minded men who are never seen on 
public platforms. Of Protestants—to take a few notable ex- 
amples—like Professor Galbraith, Mr. Alfred Webbe, and Mr. 
Grey Porter, as well as of Catholics like Mr. Justice O’Hagan, 
President W. R. Sullivan, and Mr. Denny Lane. It is surely not 
unreasonable to believe that Irish gentlemen understand their 
countrymen better than the most gifted foreigners: nor to 
contend that the testimony of men undeniably entitled to belief 
should be accepted as a substantial basis for the assumption that 
an Irish Parliament will content and tranquillise the Irish nation. 

No Irish gentleman of sound judgment and conscience ever 
said this of any former concession however just and necessary ; 
of Catholic Emancipation, for example, the later establishment of 
religious equality, or the Reform of the Land Code ; but they say 
it confidently of the supreme object which for a hundred years 
has lain at the bottom of the Irish heart—a native parliament. 

Be it well understood, however, that I speak of a parliament 
entitled to wield the cardinal powers of the State. If our hopes 
be mocked with the phantom of a legislature and executive— 
with a sham parliament which cannot perform the work for 
which it is needed, a parliament which the judges may set at 
defiance, and even the police treat with contempt, or which is 
bound to acknowledge any functionaries whatever as above the 
laws of the land in which they live, and with a sham government 
which cannot advise the Crown on the exercise of all its preroga- 
tives ; if the promised Parliament of Ireland be a single Chamber 
liable to the gusts of passion and panic to which uncontrolled 
authority is liable, which wants the necessary agency to protect 
menaced interests or minorities, and to regulate the movement of 
responsible Government or Senate, such a body may furnish a 
cockpit where Irish factions may wrangle to make sport for their 
enemies, or equip with bag and baton another tax-gatherer for 
England, but assuredly Ireland will not be content. It would be 
folly to expect that she should, for the settlement which will 
succeed and endure must be a fair settlement. 

Alpes Maritimes. C. GAVAN DUFFY. 


THE NOVEL OF CHARACTER. 


HE critical faculty in literature is sadly to seek in latter-day 
England. Everybody admits it—even the critics. And 
nothing could demonstrate its absence better than the very scanty 
meed of justice dealt out as yet on our side of the Atlantic to the 
American school of character-painters in fiction, of which Howells 
is by far the greatest and ablest exponent. Here we have in 
our midst a supreme artist of the very first order, capable of turn- 
ing out such wonderful masterpieces as “ Silas Lapham ”—a book 
to rank with “Vanity Fair” and “ Richard Feverel” among the 
half-dozen great novels of the English language—and the only 
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criticism that London reviewers have yet to make of these ex- 
quisitely proportioned and delicately finished works of art is— 
what ?—why, simply that “ nothing ever happens.” 

Now, this is not criticism ; it is total abdication of the critic’s 
function. As well object to Shelley’s “ Skylark” that it’s deficient 
in plot-interest; to “In Memoriam” that its story is vague and 
confused ; to “Paradise Lost” that it “proves naething.” The 
modern American novel is built upon principles all its own, which 
entirely preclude the possibility of introducing thoseabrupt changes, 
sensational episodes, improbable coincidences, which to our con- 
temporary English romance are indispensable ingredients. It is 
the real Realism, the natural Naturalism ; it depends for its effects 
upon the faithful, almost photographic, delineation of actual life, 
with its motives, its impulses, its springs of action laid bare to the 
eye ; but with no unnatural straining after the intenser and coarser 
emotions of blood and fire, no intentional effort to drag in murder, 
crime, or fierce interludes of passion, without adequate reason. 
If these things belong by nature to the particular drama as it rises 
spontaneous in the author's brain, fall into their places they will 
and may; but the drama certainly won’t go out of its own fixed 
path on purpose to look for them. 

Such a conception of the nature of romance stands to the 
conception of the current English novel precisely as the modern 
landscape of truthful transcript from nature stands to the Claud- 
esque and Poussinesque landscape of impossible composition and 
pseudo-classical idyll. 

One has only to glance at the whole past history of literary evolu- 
tion in order to see that this new conception marks a step in advance 
—a step along precisely the same lines as all previous advances in 
the development of the story-telling faculty in humanity at large. 

For the story starts with the miraculous and the mythical. 
Nothing is too absurd or too impossible, in its early stages, for 
narrator to state or hearer to accept. Giants, ogres, gnomes, and 
fairies; enchanted castles, dragons, metamorphoses; Circe, 
the Cyclops, Jason and the Golden Fleece, Jack and the Bean- 
stalk, Aladdin and the Wonderful Lamp—these are the raw 
material on which the story-telling instinct of the young world at 
first busies itself, with frank unconcern as to standards of probt 
ability. Gradually, however, as time goes on, the story becomes 
more human, more definite, more conceivable, more terrestrial, 
It descends to earth, it condescends to particulars. But still 
adequacy of motive, consistency of character, accuracy of delinea- 
tion, are little insisted upon. The critical faculty, aS yet but 
vaguely aroused, can hardly be shocked at all by the sudden 
spectacle of the good man becoming bad, or the bad man good, 
at a stroke of the pen, by impossible conversions and impossible 
coincidences, by motiveless crimes or unexpected dénouements. 
Slowly we progress from the “Arabian Nights” and the medizval 
romance to tales of the Arcadia and Grand Cyrus type, and at last 
to the feeble and tentative beginnings of the modern novel. Time, 
place, and circumstance now get rigorously fixed : character and 
motive alone remain inadequately recognised. 

Through the eighteenth century, progress in this respect is 
rapid and uniform. Fielding in one direction, Goldsmith in 
another, show us how to make our puppets move and speak with 
some general regard to average human probabilities of will and 
interest. Fanny Burney, Jane Austen, carry on the tendency to 
a still higher level. The novel of maurs begins to supplant the 
novel of mere casual adventure. Gil Blas gives way to Tom 
Jones and Amelia. With the present century, the feeling in 
favour of simplicity, truth, nature, grows apace. Dickens, to be 
sure, breaks the uniformity of the general current of tendency, 
because Dickens is essentially unique, a talentapart, extraordinary 
in its way, but not of the centre, not of the main stream of 
literary development. And even Dickens himself, though at 
bottom a caricaturist, is a caricaturist who succeeds because his 
grotesque representations yet enclose in them always something 
that recalls the comic aspect of innumerable ill-remembered 
personalities of our own experience. We recognise through the 
oddity of Micawberfand Swiveller the individual human element. 


Nor do I forget that sometimes, as in “ David Copperfield,” the 
caricaturist raises himself to a high level of true character 
delineation. But the other great novelists of his age—Thackeray, 
George Eliot, Charlotte Bronté, Reade—were essentially char- 
acter painters. The story to them was but a canvas framework 
on which to let the figures of their dramatis persone display 
themselves, within and without, to the fullest advantage. 

In our own day, the same tendency, though temporarily 
checked by a reaction of which I shall have more to say, I 
hope, on some future occasion, still manifests itself even in 
England, and yet more in America. Perhaps it would surprise 
Mr. George Meredith not a little to find himself classed in the 
same school with Mr. Howells: and yet, widely different in 
externals as are the methods and manners of the two men—the 
one all enig matical, epigrammatic, crabbed, thought-compelling, 
a propounder of hard nuts for intellectual teeth ; the other all 
lucidity, perspicuousness, light humour, easy reading—at bottom 
there is still a close brotherhood of type and aim between them. 
For what both are interested in is not the mere mechanical or 
accidental twists and turns of an objective story, but the inner 
history and fortunes of the human souls whose continuous inter- 
action governs and produces it. For both, the characters pre- 
determine the plot, instead of the plot predetermining the 
characters. 

Still, though we have even now rare exceptions to the re- 
action, like Mr. Meredith, on this side of the water, it is in 
America especially, in William Howells and Henry James, that 
the central stream of tendency towards the novel of real life most 
clearly embodies itself. I say Howells and James without in- 
cluding Marion Crawford, because to my mind Crawford’s novels 
stand to his two fellow-countrymen’s in somewhat the same 
relation as Bulwer Lytton’s stood to “ Middlemarch” or the 
“Newcomes ”; theyare studies of ideal character ¢v odpavig tii 
not studies of real character here and now on this solid earth, at 
Rome or in London. Crawford’s people have for me no flesh and 
blood ; they move serene in some cold high sphere where food 
and drink and bodily love exist not. But Howells and James, if 
I read the signs of the past aright, are bound along the very self- 
same road which the universal novel must ever hereafter travel. 
Improbable incident, extravagant personages, complicated en- 
tanglements of fact, miraculous emergence of hero and heroine 
from incredible fixes, all these must tend more and more to 
disappear, or to linger only in the London Journal, while delicate 
analysis of character and motive, careful working out of individual 
evolution, scientific study of hereditary influences, consistent 
delineation of family likeness running through and modifying 
family differences, must tend more and more to form the necessary 
stock-in-trade of the high-class novelist. 

I don’t doubt, at the same time, that the old romance of pure 
adventure will live on more or less bravely side by side with the new 
romance of pure portraiture ; just as melodrama still lives on by 
the side of the modern drawing-room comedy, and as extravaganza 
and opera still live on, each in its own field, by the side of the 
modern farce and the modern domestic or historical tragedy. But 
even so, the new school will almost unconsciously affect the old ; 
as anyone can see for himself who chooses to compare Mr. 
Stevenson’s “ New Arabian Nights” with the old “Arabian Nights” 
of Cairene medizvalism. Mr. Stevenson is a writer who, it has 
been well said, in the midst of an over-civilised age (strange 
epithet indeed for our recrudescent nineteenth century!) retains 
something of the barbaric faculty of imagination. But what is 
it that gives so irresistibly humorous an effect to the most 
amusing and incongruous passages in that wonderful book, “The 
Dynamiter ”? Surely, the author’s own keen sense of this very 
incongruity, his intentional juxtaposition of the ideas, the char- 
acters, and the motives.of the nineteenth century with the aimless, 
motiveless, extravagant action of the “Arabian Nights.” And 
even the wildest romances of the recrudescence have to this 
extent at least been influenced by the new models—that their 
human characters, as opposed to their semi-supernatural creations, 
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try to act, speak, feel and think with something like a due regard 
to the average psychology of the European nature. 

“But why don’t English novelists follow the same path as their 
American brethren, if that path is indeed the path of future pro- 
gress?” Ah, well, that question would take some time to answer. 
I set down our English position mainly to that same recrudescence 
of barbarism, the Jingo reaction, of whose influence on literature 
I hope to say more at some future time. But not a little of it, too, 
is doubtless due to the conditions under which the English novel 
is at present produced. Our existing romance is mostly written 
for periodical publication in weekly newspapers ; and what the 
editor mainly wants is sensation, sensation, sensation, sensation ! 
A good rousing situation that carries on the reader to next week’s 
issue is better for his purpose than the best chapter in “ Harry 
Richmond.” It must be clear to everybody that delicate character- 
studies can be but ill appreciated in fifty-two piecemeal instal- 
ments, spread thin over the interval of an entire year. Whoever 
cooks tales for the Devouring Syndicate must fain season his dish 
with plenty of pepper, that the consumer's palate may still tingle 
freshly with undimmed remembrance after a week’s intermission. 

GRANT ALLEN. 


THE ALLEGED INCREASE OF INSANITY. 

‘THE alleged increase of insanity in our own and other countries 

is now causing much uneasiness not only among medical 
men but in the general mind. When we say that the number of 
insane persons in the County of London shows so large an annual 
increase that, if we suppose such annual increase to be maintained 
at the present rate, a new asylum—to contain nearly two thousand 
persons—must be founded every five years, we shall have estab- 
lished the reasonableness of this anxiety. Both first and last, 
however, we have to ask ourselves whether this increase, 
apparently so alarming, is due to a greater relative prevalence 
of insanity or to secondary causes which may be interpreted in a 
less unfavourable sense. Popular writers have not hesitated to 
read in the statistics of insanity an indictment against modern 
civilisation and modern town life, and warnings of the worst 
omen for our future happiness. To preach simplicity of manners, 
temperance in life and work, social contentment, and the prefer- 
ence of the calmer joys of the country to the fevered excitements 
of large towns, are wholesome prolusions which can do us no 
harm, and indeed may do us much good; but the question 
arises whether, and if so, how far, these obligations can be 
enforced by the sanction of an increasing prevalence of insanity. 
Are we rightly told that increasing insanity is the tax we are now 
paying, and the tax our children shall still more heavily pay, for 
our congregation in great cities, our restless ambitions, our social 
scrambles, and any more faults of which our various censors may 
accuse us? Are we to slumber under these sermons, or are we to be 
scourged into vigilance by the presence of a danger so terrible 
as the growth of insanity, or, on the other hand, perhaps, 
by an increasing virulence of mental disease, whatever its 
numerical rate? We may relieve the anxiety of our readers by 
saying that Mr. Noel Humphreys, who recently read a paper 
on the subject before the Statistical Society, argues from 
the tables which he has collected, that the increase of 
registered lunatics is not due to an increased prevalence of 
insanity, but to the increase of population and to the better 
registration of lunatics previously lost in the general population of 
the country. As this opinion has been held and repeatedly 
published by the Commissioners in Lunacy, we may look upon 
it at any rate as highly probable. The coincidence of opinion 
between the department concerned with insanity, and so highly 
qualified a member of the public as Mr. Humphreys, would seem 
indeed to bring our hopes within the precincts of certainty. How- 
ever inconvenient, therefore, it may be to provide for the increasing 
numbers of declared lunatics, we may congratulate ourselves in the 
midst of our outlay by the knowledge that all these lunatics have 


been hitherto supported somehow or other by the community, and 
that in the new asylums they will be supported at least as cheaply 
and so far the more cheaply as our best means of treatment avail 
for cure. The sources from which Mr. Humphreys drew the 
materials for his arguments were the annual reports of the 
Lunacy Commission, the reports of the Statistical Committee of 
the Metropolitan Asylums Board, and the Census returns. Con- 
cerning the reports of the Lunacy Commission, the author, while 
largely dependent thereupon, complained, even with a little 
asperity, that their already large series of tables was not yet more 
extensive and detailed. The cost of the returns of depart- 
ments has been so constantly watched and criticised both 
by the public and by the Treasury that the limits of the staff and 
of the annual grant may be a more potent factor in the case than 
the merits of it. We presume that, if the public wish for more, 
the public can have it by the usual way of payment for it. How- 
ever, Mr. Humphreys found materials enough to arrive at eleven 
most important conclusions or reasons which forbade him to 
accept any insanity statistics that we at present possess as con- 
clusive evidence of a real increase of the rate of occurring insanity. 
He shows that the Commissioners can only have cognisance of 
cases of insanity in asylums, in workhouses, or in receipt of pauper 
relief ; the number of “ private single cases” being but 442. Upon 
this the census enumerations of 1871 and 1881 throw this light, 
that the numbers of the insane so returned by householders 
were 12,264 and 11,390, respectively more than the cases 
known to the Commissioners, and these constitute a reserve 
which supplies from time to time no inconsiderable proportion 
of the so-called new cases registered from year to year. Not 
only so, but it seems likely that even the householders them- 
selves would tend rather to understate the cases of insanity 
resident at home, which tendency, however, is probably diminish- 
ing as insanity is regarded more and more as a bodily disease. 
Year by year, moreover, the improved treatment of insanity, and 
the increasing amenities of asylum management, are lessening 
the objections felt by relations to the removal of their insane to 
public institutions. Another main cause of the increase in the 
number of lunatics under public care is the “accumulation” of 
them. With improved treatment and sanitation there has been a 
marked increase in the mean age of inmates of asylums enumer- 
ated at each of the last four censuses of 1851, 1861, 1871, and 
1881. The proportion of these inmates living in asylums under 
the age of 45 years has declined during the last thirty years, 
while the proportion living above that age has as steadily in- 
creased, a relation equally true for the last ten years of this period. 
There is probably also a large reduction in the death-rate, but 
there are no precise data upon which an estimate of this factor 
can be based. The annual death-rate, however, in the Metro- 
politan asylums at Leavesden, Caterham, and Darenth, steadily 
declined from 16.63 per cent. in 1871 to 6.85 per cent. in 1886. 
We trust that by this imperfect outline we have done no 
injustice to the long and elaborate paper of Mr. Humphreys, 
and, on the other hand, that we have said enough to reassure 
the public on a matter which has caused a widespread feeling of 
anxiety and apprehension. The vast and still increasing size of 
London brings with it increasing difficulties not only in the 
housing of its insane, but also in all the large branches of 
public works—as, for instance, we know to our cost in respect 
of its drainage works. Still, these social problems can and will 
be dealt with as they arise when we know what we have to look 
for. But if we were developing within ourselves the seeds of 
mental unsoundness, so that mental diseases were propagating 
themselves in a greater ratio than the increase of our people, 
we ought well to tremble at the future before us, and anxiously 
inquire of one another how we were to turn the stream of social 
tendency backwards. As the matter now stands, we have to 
ascertain, as far as possible, what the normal bulk and increase 
of insanity may be, and endeavour, if possible, to lessen our 
burden by such organisation, social and legal, as may improve 
the health, and ameliorate the conditions of life of the millions 
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who are brought together in great towns and cities by the 
necessities of modern modes of life, relieving them of strain and 
pressure, weaning them from vice, and promoting those healthy 
amusements and beautiful surroundings which make for sanity 
and abiding happiness. 


THE HOME OF HARRIET BEECHER STOWE. 
ARTFORD, Conn., is a lovely city in point of environment, 
and lovelier still in point of association. It is the city of 
Bushnell the theologian, Mark Twain the humourist, and Harriet 
Beecher Stowe the author of “ Uncle Tom’s Cabin,” not to men- 
tion others of more than local fame. As our time in the city was 
short, we had make the most of it, so very soon after locating 
ourselves at the hotel, we drove off to see the famous sister of 
our revered Henry Ward Beecher. We were enchanted with 
the route, so many, so handsome, and so hospitable-looking were 
the villasand mansions whose open gardens gave the whole scene 
a park-like aspect. Halt! This is the place we want—no, not 
this very fine house, the humbler-looking dwelling next door ; 
mark, not humble-looking, but humbler-looking, because this one 
is so very rich and stylish. 

It was interesting to have the door of such a house opened by 
none other than a genuine negress. This was in keeping with 
the fitness of things. The happy-looking servant might have 
been expecting us for the last six months, so broad and vivid was 
the smile with which she greeted us. 

“Mrs. Stowe at home?” my wife inquired. 

“T think not, ma’am. I will just look, if you will wait.” 

On returning to the door, she said— 

“Can’t be found, ma’am ; the old lady wanders about by her- 
self miles and miles, and nobody knows where she is; ’spects 
she ’s in the woods somewheres.” 

It would have been difficult for an English servant to call her 
mistress “the old lady” without being rude; but there was no 
hint of rudeness in the gentle tone of the negress. It seemed as if 
she were giving Mrs. Stowe quite a high title, and paying due 
respect to the family escutcheon. 


“We'll call again in the morning,” we said, and were in- * 


stantly assured that we should have a hearty welcome, and 
that “the old lady” should wait for us. That negress was a 
gentle despot. 

Morning came, and off we were driven by the kindest of 
friends (who had made our acquaintance at the City Temple) to 
try our luck once more. The door was opened quite widely—a 
significant act—and the smiling negress simply said, as if in 
masonic confidence, “ All right.” We seemed to have known 
that negress a long time. 

“The room on the right,” she said, leaving us to ourselves for 
a few moments. 

“What a lovely home!” was our suppressed exclamation. 
Room opened into room, every window looking upon trees and 
flowers and far-off undulations. It was like a bird’s nest, amidst 
all those lacing twigs and branches and the countless shadows 
flung by the light of that cloudless autumn morning. Every table 
was loaded with books ; the walls were rich with pictures, etch- 
ings, and engravings, and every little corner had its own fragrant 
nosegay. Without the faintest sense of grandeur, there was every- 
where an assurance of elegance and comfort. It was the home of 
a poet. It seemed as if anybody could write a novel who lived 
in that mossy summer-house ; and if a nove at all, how beautiful 
a novel it must have been! Without opening of doors or sound 
of approach, there she stood! She might have oozed in, or been 
dropped out of the warm breeze, or wafted from the nearest 
clump of flowers, for without sound, or noise, or rush, there she 
was—there, shaking hands with us, was Harriet Beecher Stowe ! 
“ How very small she is!” was my mental exclamation. Why, 
she was only one of the flowers! Small, but not dwarfish; she 
was complete ; yes, there was little of her, but it was all that 


nature meant her to be; it seemed as if nature wanted someone 
just that size, and made it just so. Nature pleased herself in 
that comely miniature. But the voice ! how rich, how soft, how 
full! There was nothing of loudness or domineering, yet we felt 
we must listen to it for the sake of its comforting music. Mr. 
Gladstone’s conversational voice is of the same quality, and 
therefore it produces the same effects. Her talk was no 
taller than herself, and it was about herself, though without 
egotism. She was sorry she was out yesterday when we called. 
She spent most of her time out of doors. She walked about by 
herself a good deal, yet never felt lonely. Was she writing any- 
thing now? No (smiling), not for the public, only letters to her 
friends. Then without explanation she would walk out of the 
room and come back again under the fold of some curtain we had 
not noticed. When we rose to go, she kissed my wife, and added, 
with a look in my direction, “I don’t kiss gentlemen.” That was 
my opportunity. “ No,” said I, “that may be true, but that need 
not hinder you from giving me your autograph.” In a moment 
she went out of the room, and stayed out full five minutes. During 
those minutes we could not but again notice the tranquillity of 
the whole scene. Not an external sound was heard. The rich 
light was broken by the trees and shrubs. The soft tick of an 
unseen clock was as the presence of a sleeping child. What the 
dear old lady brought back and gave me with her gentle hand 
was in sweet harmony with the Sabbatic calm—“ He that loveth 
not, knoweth not God, for God is love. Harriet Beecher Stowe.” 
This brought with it a light above the brightness of the sun, and 
in that high light we parted from the woman whose fame had 
filled the world. 


Yes, parted from her, but only to hear something more about 
her. Our second call was upon her next-door neighbour, none 
other than Wark Twain. Of all the houses I have ever seen, 
Mark Twain’s is the most charming—not the grandest, not the 
most dollarish, not the most showy, but the exact contrary. 
Elegance and simplicity culminated in Mark Twain’s house. The 
difficulty is that having got into it you don’t want to come out of 
it again. Here, also, you have room opening out of room in 
apparently endless succession. Yonder a touch of colour, yonder 
a corner of a conservatory, yonder the outline of a library, the 
walls alive with art, the whole bathed in September sunlight. 
And here is Mark himself, and here is Mrs. Mark, both as genial 
as the morning, both most hospitable and welcoming. The 
conversation was long and varied ; if 1 added that it was lit up 
with stories of all sorts, 1 should be strictly within the line of 
fact. Mrs. Stowe is permitted to use Mark Twain’s garden as if 
it were her own. She goes in and out when she pleases, and 
cuts what flowers she likes. So we had heard. 

“Ts that a fact, Mr. Clemens ?” 

“Well,” said Mark drawlingly and smilingly, “it is. The 
only man who objects to it is John.” 

“ John ?” said I. 

“Yes. Well now, I tell you,” he continued, “John is a 
heaven-born undertaker in his manner. Not a retail undertaker 
who smiles and fawns on you in the hope that one day he may 
have the burying of you, but a regular State-endowed undertaker 
whose position is assured, and who can therefore afford to snub 
you. John don't like it.” 

“Why not?” we asked. 

“ Wa—-—-l, because John has his pet flowers that he wants to 
keep, and the old lady snips them off as if they had not cost John 
a thought. But one day John got the better of her. The old 
lady was in the conservatory, and thinking perhaps to propitiate 
John, she quietly asked, ‘Have you ever read “Uncle Tom’s 
Cabin?”’ and John turned upon her in his best undertaker- 
manner, and looked down from a great height, and then said, 
‘ Tried to, and left her.” 

“Now,” said Mark, after we had laughed, “ it will never be 
known in this world whether John knew exactly what he was 
saying, and was thus intentionally rude, or whether John was 
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tised, or he turns unto the phrenologist, or to him that delineates 
character from an inspection of a photograph. In any case the 
result will be satisfactory to him. If it is flattering he will tell us j 
that we may depend upon it there’s something in it; if it is not | 
flattering, he will not believe it. But there are difficulties which 
prevent us from probing the character of our friends in this way ; 
it is no use to have seven stamps and a specimen of your friend’s 
handwriting, if you are morally certain that he has not got forty- 
two, or nearly forty-two, characteristics. If we could have six 
characteristics described for a penny, then we might make a few a 
investigations ; but the men of science who have made a study of ag 
handwriting do not, apparently, sell less. than seven pennyworth f 
of characteristics at a time. 

Nor will phrenology help us ; for, although it is most accurate 
and precise in its statements, the head of a friend cannot gener- 
ally be examined unless his inclinations lead him that way. If we 
rendered him insensible, or removed his head and sent it by post, 
unpleasantness would be almost certain to arise, and our friendship | 
might be sacrificed to our curiosity. | 
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unconscious of having given the most withering criticism ever 
addressed to an author.” 


This is my recollection of a sunny morning. I thought I 
would set it down here in the hope that somebody would like to 
share it with me. JOSEPH PARKER. 


ON SOME METHODS OF KNOWING PEOPLE. 


ie has long become an idle task to prove the fallacy of a 

generally accepted truth ; and there is reason to believe that 
the maker of epigrams will soon be reduced to proving that the 
horse is a noble animal, or that a stitch in time really does save 
nine. The majority of people do not believe that a man’s 
character can be known by his books or his friends. Of course 
we feel the tendency to prove that this is the only way by which 
a man really can be known ; but tendency is of no use without 
ability. 

We have friends who are not friends. We crossed, perhaps, 
in the same ship with them ; and, when sea-sickness had sapped 
our reason, \.e asked them to call upon us; or they are the 
friends of our friend, and we know them under compul- 
sion. We also have real friends; who sometimes are, and 


Again, we can learn next to nothing from a man’s furniture or 
his dress. He may be in the habit of leaving such matters to his 
upholsterer and his tailor ; and the indifference may show a noble ib 
greatness of mind or a disgraceful laziness. If a man is poor, he 


sometimes are not, our very opposite. It would not be 
fair to estimate our character by observing either class. 
Nor would it be more fair to judge us by our books. The presence 
of an encyclopedia on our shelves does not necessarily imply a 
thirst for general knowledge. It is quite as likely to be a con- 
fession of general ignorance, or a prize at school, or a legacy, or a 
dummy which opens and discloses cigars and strong waters. You 
have a volume of Mr. Spurgeon’s sermons on one shelf, and a 
volume of Mr. Swinburne’s poems on another. One of these 
books discloses your character, and the other was a gift. But 
which was which? Before we can answer that question we must 
know whether or not you are in the habit of reading either. We may 
obtain some general information from bookshelves, but not the 
precise and scientific knowledge which is so dear to us. 

One can generally tell by his pronunciation to what class or 
type a man belongs. This text is not enough used. The swell 
is believed to drawl and the rustic to use “z” for “s,” but there 
is a multitude of distinctions in pronunciation which are not 
generally noticed. Take, for instance, the way in which eight 
different classes or types deal with some simple word like 
“ washhandstand ”:— 

The Pedant.—“ Wash-hand-stand.” 

Titled Gentry.—“ Washundstand.” 

Gentry without Title.—“ Washunstand.” 

A certain kind of Curate-— Wurshundstund” (kindly pro- 
nounce this very slowly). 

Middle Classes.—When ladies are not present, “ Washing- 
stand ;” but in the presence of ladies they call it “ Toilet 
Requisites,” on the same principle that they send their son to an 
“ Academy,” and live in a “ Villa.” 

Lower Middle Classes.—“ Washunstan.” 

Picturesque Poor.—These wash at the sink, and have no use 
for the word. 

Hebraic second-hand furniture-dealer—-These never wash at 
all; but, in selling one, they recommend the “ Vorshuntstont.” 

First, we notice that pronunciation, alone, tells us only the 
class and not the individual. There may be twenty-five German 
Jews, all of whom deal in furniture, and all of whom say “ Vor- 
shuntstont” ; yet they will all cheat you in different ways, accord- 
ing to their different idiosyncrasies. Secondly, the choice of 
some words and the rejection of others are evidence to character. 
When a man says “ circs” for “ circumstances,” all his past falls 
open before us like a book. 

“Know thyself,’ says Wisdom. It is the only advice she 
gives to which Vanity readily listens. He sends off at once 
a sample of his handwriting and seven stamps to the expert 
in order that he may be told his forty-two characteristics as adver- 


may have bought some things merely because they were dear ; if 
he is rich, he may have bought some things merely because they 
were cheap. That sentence is not a printer's error, or any 
other error. But it is fashion which vitiates our calculations, 
fashion which can do all things, and causes ladies to wear half a 
cold fowl in their hats. We learn most from the pictures in a 
room. There is no necessity to give a list of types with the cor- 
responding pictures they will possess. In talking of pictures it is 
required of a man that he be sarcastic, and sarcasm is out of 
place in an essay which only professes to be a patient 
seeking after truth. But we must state that even in judging a 
man by his pictures, error may arise, for the portrait on his 
mantel-shelf may be that of his landlady’s aunt. 

The conclusion of the whole matter is lamentable. We find 
that even the least probable thing will not give us full knowledge 
of a man, and that if we really wish to know anyone the only 
method is the method pursued by horribly commonplace people— 
a general observation of the man, rather than a cursory glance at 
his book-shelves, his card-tray, or his carpet. But a better day is 
coming, a day when all paradoxes will have become more 
hackneyed than all platitudes, and when the absence of all point 
will be the chief constituent of an epigram. In that blessed day 
this essay will be acknowledged as a contribution to social science. 


A BALLAD BY TOURGUENEFF. 


[* S Annales Politiques et Littéraires has a column devoted to 
“pages oubliées,” and on January 9th they translate into 
French this little piece of Tourgueneff’s, which I have re-trans- 
lated. They head the piece as follows :— 
“ The representation at the Théatre-Libre of the Pain @autrut 
brings Ivan Tourgueneff’s name into prominence once more. 
This writer was a poet story-teller. We here reproduce one 
of his shortest and most exquisite poetic fancies.” 
HELEN STOTT. 
“QUE CES ROSES ETAIENT FRAICHES ET BELLES!” 
I KNOW not when, and I know not where, but a very long time 
ago I read a piece of poetry. I have forgotten it all except the 
first line, which lingers and echoes in my memory— 


“ Que ces roses étaient fraiches et belles !” 
It is winter, and the frost has padded all my window-panes. 
A solitary candle lights the room. I keep in my corner, and in 
my head a voice rings ever— 
“ Que ces roses étaient fraiches et belles !” 
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I stand in fancy by the low window of a country house. A 
summer evening is slowly fading into night. The warm air is 
fragrant with the perfume of the lime-trees and the mignonette. 
A maiden sits beside me there ; her arms lie on the window-sill, 
her head half rests upon her shoulder, and she gazes silently and 
thoughtfully up into the heavens, as she watches for the first stars 
to appear. What simple rapture in her dreamy eyes! What 
touching, trusting innocence on her parted, almost questioning, 
lips! How gently that untroubled girlish bosom breathes !_ I do 
not dare to speak ; but, oh, how dearly I love her, and how my 
heart beats ! 


“ Que ces roses étaient fraiches et belles !” 


And it is always growing darker and darker in the room ; the 
candle begins to flicker under its dark shade, and shadows come 
and go over the low ceiling. Outside, the sharp frost crackles 
harshly—one might take it for the weary prating of some old 
man— 

“ Que ces roses étaient fraiches et belles !” 


Other pictures spring up before me. Now it is the joyous racket 
of a country household—two curly little brown heads look boldly 
up at me with pure bright eyes; their rosy cheeks quiver with 
unceasing smiles, their loving hands are clasped together, their 
young sweet voices blend, and a little further off in a radiant little 
room other hands—young too—are running deftly up and down 
the keys of a little old piano, and the soft waltz music does not 
drown the purr purr of the ancestral samovar— 


“ Que ces roses étaient fraiches et belles!” 


The candle sinks, dies out. Who coughs over there that dull 
hoarse cough? At my feet a round ball is shivering and squeezing 
itself close, close to me; it is my old dog, my only companion. 
I am cold, half-frozen—and they are all dead ! dead ! 


“ Que ces roses étaient fraiches et belles !” 


IVAN TOURGUENEFF. 


PARLIAMENTARY PROCEDURE IN AMERICA. 
NEw YorRK, February 15th, 1890. 

WE have had scenes in the House of Representatives during 

the past two months which show that great as is the value 
of a written Constitution in a democracy, it also has its disad- 
vantages. There has probably been no greater improvement in 
parliamentary government in recent times than the transfer to the 
courts of law, which you have made in England, of the power of 
trying the title to contested seats in the House of Commons. 
But this particular bit of “Old England” may be witnessed in 
Washington at the opening of the first Session of every new 
Congress. Neither House could, even if it were so disposed, 
turn election petitions over to the judges, because the Constitution 
imposes on it the duty as well as the right of judging the qualifi- 
cation of its own members. They are accordingly almost 
invariably disposed of, like any political question of the day, on 
purely partisan grounds. In fact, even a pretence of judicial- 
mindedness in regard to a contested seat is rarely made. Out of 
this customary partisanship has grown the present extraordinary 
situation in Washington. 

The Speaker of the House of Representatives is another bit of 
Old England, in that he is not, as the Speaker of the House of 
Commons is now, a quasi-judicial officer, but simply the nominee 
of his party, who fight for the place just as they fight for a seat 
in the House. He is expected to reward his supporters in his 
manner of making up the Committees, which he does in a very 
autocratic fashion ; but the settled traditions of the House forbid 
his doing much more than this for his party. The present 
Speaker, Mr. Reed, has, however, struck out an entirely new line. 
He comes from the State of Maine, is an old member of the 


House, and in the days when Mr. Blaine’s star was in the 
ascendant was one of his ablest lieutenants in Congress. He 
has always been noted as an expert Parliamentarian, and is full 
of resource, especially in guerilla attacks on the Democrats. 
He is a man of considerable cultivation, with a great gift of 
speech and much coolness in debate, a fierce Protectionist and a 
strong Republican partisan, but one who, nevertheless, on various 
great occasions since the war, has kept his head when the bulk of 
the party were disposed to run down steep places into some piece 
of folly or unconstitutionality. But he seems to have determined 
when elected to the Speakership in December last to make him- 
self, without any disguise, the leader of the Republicans in the 
House, in pushing a policy which in some of its aspects is little 
short of revolutionary. It is customary at the opening of each 
new Congress for the Committee on Rules to present a new code, 
which is, of course, in the main the old rules with some changes 
more or less important. Until the report of this Committee has 
been presented and adopted, no attempt has been hitherto made 
to enter on the regular transaction of business ; but this year the 
Committee, the majority of which is Republican, apparently in 
the pursuance of a plan deliberately concerted with the Speaker, 
delayed their report for two months, thus leaving the House 
subject to the Speaker’s interpretation of what he calls “general 
Parliamentary law ”—in other words, making him for the moment 
a sort of gremium legis. 

This little preparation made, the Republican majority pro- 
ceeded to take up seventeen contested seats and award them, of 
course, in the old partisan fashion. 

But here a difficulty arose at the outset. The Constitution says 
that business shall only be transacted by a quorum of the House, 
and that a quorum shall consist of the ‘majority of the members 
elected. Now, the Republicans have a small majority of four, 
excluding the contested seats, in the House, but this majority 
could not for various reasons — sickness, and absence, and so 
forth—be got together. The presence of Democrats was, there- 
fore, needed to make up a quorum, and enable the house to go to 
work at the election petitions. The Democrats, knowing what 
was in the wind, and indignant over the continued refusal of the 
Committee on Rules to bring in its report, determined that a 
quorum there should not be, if they could prevent it, and accord- 
ingly abstained from answering to their names when the roll was 
called each morning. 

Now, the practice which has obtained for the last ninety years 
has made the answer to the roll-call the official evidence of a mem- 
ber’s presence in the House. If he does not answer, he is not, in 
the parliamentary sense, deemed to be present, and contributes 
nothing to the formation of a quorum. Ofthis usage, both parties 
when in a minority have frequently availed themselves in times 
past, in order to delay obnoxious or hasty legislation. Majorities 
when hindered or exasperated have frequently tried to bestow on 
the Speaker the power of abolishing it, by treating as present 
every member whom he could see in the House, and ordering 
entry of such member's name on the journal. But in view of the 
great abuses to which such a power might lead in the hands of an 
unscrupulous partisan in exciting times, both sides when in a 
minority have resisted the change. Nearly all the leading men 
in the Republican party, Blaine, Garfield, Hawley, and even 
Speaker Reed himself, have opposed it on the floor of the House, 
as taking away from the minority a privilege which was often 
very valuable in resisting the tyranny of the majority. This 
power of “ seeing” members, however, to the astonishment of the 
Democrats and of the public, Speaker Reed determined some 
weeks ago to assume, without waiting for the adoption of the 
new rules. When the roll was called, he ordered entry on the 
journal as present of every Democrat of whom he caught sight, 
and with a quorum made up in this way the Republicans went 
to work at the election petitions, and decided one. But of course, 
the work was slow. The Democrats were roused to fury by 
what they considered revolutionary violence. They interrupted 
the proceedings with all the devices known to parliamentary 
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obstructionists. The Speaker met them, not in the least as a 
Chairman, but as the leader of a determined and unscrupulous 
majority. He refused to allow them “to catch his eye.” He 
refused to put their motions, even the motion to adjourn. He 
refused to give reasons for his rulings. He refused to allow 
appeals from them. He jeered at and taunted the men whom he 
arbitrarily reduced to silence. For several days it seemed as if he 
were trying to provoke the more excitable Democrats—in par- 
ticular the Southerners—into some act of violence which would 
rouse at the North the old passions of the war. Mr. Breckinridge, 
one of the ablest and most respected Southern Democrats, on one 
occasion advanced down the aisle and shook his fist in the 
Speaker’s face, denouncing him as not only “usurpatory” and 
“unscrupulous,” but “corrupt.” As time wore on, however, it be- 
came very clear that the performance was too outrageous to be 
persisted in. The best portion of the Republican press all over 
the country began to remonstrate or inveigh. The Republicans 
in the House lost courage, and began to withdraw their support 
from the Speaker, and the Committee on Rules was compelled, 
through very shame, to bring in its report. This report is now 
under debate, and an attempt was made on Tuesday last to force 
its adoption, almost without discussion, under the previous question. 
This, too, has failed. Forty Republican members refused to sup- 
port the motion for the previous question, which is the American 
form of the closure, and the crisis came to an end; but a rule 
giving the Speaker the power he has claimed may now be adopted. 

What did it all mean? Of course, any answer I can give to 
these questions must be largely speculative, but it contains the 
sober opinion of such observers as know most of what is passing 
in the inner counsels of the Republican party. The temper of the 
party has been made somewhat revolutionary by three things. 
One is the continued suppression of the negro vote at the South, 
which is exasperating, not only because it is a violation of the 
law, but because all good Republicans assume that every negro 
would vote the Republican ticket if he got a chance. They, there- 
fore, are intent on getting some sort of Federal election law passed 
which will take the management of Congressional and Presidential 
elections out of the hands of the local authorities, and transfer 
them to Federal officers. The objections to such a measure are 


* very serious, for reasons which I shall give you on some future 


day. The second is the pressing need of passing an amended 
Tariff Act, to fulfil the pledges made to the manufacturers who 
last year subscribed large sums to the campaign fund on the 
understanding, if not express agreement, that they would be re- 
warded by increased duties on their products, and who are made 
almost desperate by the growing sentiment in favour of tariff 
reform. The last, but not the least, is the absolute and universally 
acknowledged failure of the Harrison Administration, which has 
made necessary, in order to save the party credit, and leave any 
hope of a success in 1892, the display of energy in some other 
quarter than the White House. At present the appearances are 
that the Speaker has played his game too boldly, and thus spoilt 
it. The Democrats have had the best of it by far in the debates, 
and have made a profound impression on the country. 
E. L. GODKIN. 


THE FINANCIAL STATE OF ITALY. 


RoE, February 16th, 1890, 


“THE evening before last, the House voted the Budget for the 
financial year 1889-90. The debate, without being long—it 
lasted for two or three days only—has been interesting. For three 
or four years, now, the House has sadly neglected the financial 
question, although with every year the financial condition of the 
State has been growing worse. It was high time that the atten- 
tion of the country should be drawn to it. The members who 
spoke on this occasion, spoke, one and all, against the two 
Ministers of the Treasury and of Finance; and against their 
system. 
But to give my English readers a clear idea of the debate and 


its results, I must first give them some particulars concerning 
our financial organisation. 

Matters of public finance are divided with us between two 
Ministers—the Minister of the Treasury and the Minister of 
Finance. This division is of no long standing ; and remained a 
dead letter many years after it had been sanctioned by law. 
Signor Magliani, who had been Minister a very long time for a 
Parliamentary Cabinet, was adverse to it, and held the two 
Ministries in his hand. But when he was dismissed, nearly 
thirteen months ago, Signor Crispi, who is in favour of the divi- 
sion, found two Ministers for the Departments ; and though we 
have lost the original pair, the dual control has passed to their 
successors—Signor Giolitti for the Treasury, Signor Seismit Dode 
for the Finance. 

I cannot easily explain the divided duties to you: and it is 
astonishing that I cannot, because, when the division was made, 
we thought we were imitating you. But now we fear that there 
has been no real imitation of England, or the imitation has been 
very clumsy. At all events, I will tell you what the two Ministers 
ought to do. The Minister of the Treasury opens the budget, 
makes the statement of it, has the responsibility of keeping the 
balance, and of watching its discussion in Parliament, takes care 
of the floating and the funded debt, and has the management of 
the patrimony of the State. The Minister of Finance, for his 
part, collects and administers the taxes. When a tax has to 
be proposed,’ it is the Minister of the Treasury who does it in 
his statement ; but it is the Minister of Finance who arranges 
and defends it. So the first depends on the second, and the 
second on the first. If one of the two be not up to his calling, 
the other can make no progress. 

I must now tell you how our budgets are put together. We 
have more than one budget in our financial year, which begins on 
July Ist of one year and ends with June 3oth of the year following. 
We have two. The one we call a prevision budget (bilancio di 
previsione); the other an adjustment of the prevision budget 
(assertamento del bilancio preventivo). The two are introduced 
by the Minister of the Treasury in November, the one for the 
following year, the other for the current year. 

Now it is the second budget, for the year July Ist, 1889—June 
30th, 1890, the more trustworthy of the two, which has been dis- 
cussed and voted during the last few days; and the result, as 
Signor Grimaldi, a very clever man—reporter of the Finance 
Committee of the House—has stated it, is this :— 

We shall have in the current year, 1889-90 (in francs of It. 1.) 


Revenue 160,586,802,613 
Expenditure 166,686, 377,271 
Deficit 6,099,574,658 


But this is not all. We are at the beginning of the last session of 
the year ; and in Italy, as I think is the case everywhere, a session 
of the House is more or less prolific in expenses. The Minister 
of War has already called for twenty-five millions and a half as 
necessary to his military arrangements. He will have them, as he 
has had much iarger sums in former years. I will not go into 
details, but say briefly that the deficit, according to Signor 
Grimaldi, will amount, by dint of bills already before the House, 
to ninety-two millions of francs. 

Nor does this end it. It is now the fifth year that Italian 
finance has been going on in this lame fashion. The last year 
which had a surplus was 1884, and it was a very doubtful surplus 
indeed. The year 1885-6 showed a deficit of 23,508,769 fr. ; 1886-7 
of 8,007,924 fr. ; 1887-8 of 72,928,840 fr. ; 1888-9 of 234,368,708 fr. 

Mr. Gladstone has said, I don’t remember where, that finance 
is the one punto nero—black spot—of Italian government. You 
see that he is right. The causes that have widened this black 
spot are not difficult to explain. War expenses are responsible 
in the first place, but not they alone. There has not been a single 
department of Government which has not gone on augmenting its 
outlay, right or wrong. Nor is it possible to deny that in the last 
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hree years, during the Ministry of Signor Crispi, this tendency 
towards larger budgets has been much more rapid. I read once 
of Mr. Disraeli that he was above arithmetic. So is Signor 
Crispi. And I do not see how this dangerous progress can be 
stopped. The foreign and colonial policies of Signor Crispi are 
very expensive, and may become more so under circumstances 
easy to foresee and not out of the way. We already know that 
the next year, 1890-91, will have a deficit of 30 millions of francs ; 
and we may be sure that in the event this deficit will be much 
larger. 

Where is the remedy? There are three parties in the House : 
one likes the policy of Signor Crispi, and likes to pay for it ; the 
second does not like the policy of Signor Crispi, and does not like 
to pay for it ; the third likes the policy of Signor Crispi, but does 
not like to pay for it. ‘The last is certainly the most unreasonable, 
but it is also the most numerous. Consequently it has been able 
to reject the new taxes or the alteration of old taxes proposed 

rst by Signor Magliani and subsequently by Signor Grimaldi 

nd Signor Brazzi; and to cause these Ministers to resign. Their 
successors have learned their lesson. They will not propose 
taxes. They hope, and declare they hope, that by little and little, 
a little every year, by the natural augmentation of revenue, and 
the retrenchment of expenses, or (at the worst) by stopping an in- 
crease of these expenses, they will make up the balance in three 
or four years. 

I do not think they are right. It is possible that our revenues 
may increase ; we see that they do so. But the expenses will not 
be stopped. No real, no efficacious retrenchment can be foreseen 
with any certainty. Consequently those members of the House 
whose opinions on finance are valued—Signors Belvolio, Lurzalli, 
Ferrari—have one and all declared that without fresh taxes there 
is no escape from the present entanglement. But it is easy to 
talk of new taxes ; it is very difficult to find them in a country 
which is already the most heavily taxed in Europe, and already in 
a bad economical condition. 

The Ministers have noconfidence that the House will vote a 
new tax. It will always find that the one proposed is inexpedient, 
and that some other, undiscovered as yet, would have more in its 
favour. 

So it will go on, till the House is renewed. This House is 
nearly at the end of its life. The general election cannot be very 
far off. The new members will have four years before them. 
They will not have the fear of facing their electorate some months 
after having taxed it afresh. So they will have, I hope, the 
courage to face a situation which cannot be ignored, and a 
problem which, if it can be solved in many ways, can be solved 
in no way without suffering. R. BONGHI. 


INSIDE PARLIAMENT. 


_ (FROM THE BENCHES.) 
Mr. CHAMBERLAIN’S extraordinary speech on Free Education has 
I think, surprised the majority of the House. Those of us who 
know this adroit gentleman, and have watched his Parliamentary 
methods, had very little doubt that he would not support any 
motion brought forward by the legitimate Opposition. So his vote 
surprised no one. Most of us felt that till now he had not had an 
opportunity of playing the apostate on this particular question. 
And we were sure he could not bring himself to let slip 
the opportunity of betraying yet one more of the causes 
to which he was once devoted. We thought he would 
object to the motion on the ground of expediency while 
still arguing in its favour as a general principle. But no 
one was prepared for his able and sustained attack, delivered in 
his very best form, against the whole policy of Free Education. 
Nor was any one prepared for the hidden discovery by the majority 
of an entirely new principle in Mr. Morley’s declaration on the sub- 
ject of voluntary schools, seeing that Mr. Mundella in an earlier part 


of the debate had stated the same principle in absolutely identical 
words. For all that, some of the Radicals do not feel comfortable 
about what Mr. Chamberlain calls the New Compact, and it is 
quite possible there may be trouble in store for any future 
Liberal Government which endeavours to legislate on those lines. 
The sturdy Radicals have a juster ground of complaint in that 
no official Opposition Whip was sent out in favour of Mr. Acland’s 
motion. This omission was the cause of much grumbling below the 
gangway. The souls of the stalwarts were eventually cheered by 
the fact of the regular Opposition Whips consenting to tell in the 
division, and they retired to repose with the proud consciousness 
that they had deserved well of their party by supplying the neces- 
sary spur to the more sedate gentlemen on the front Opposition 
bench. 

General satisfaction is felt at the demolition of Mr. Cuning- 
hame Graham’s amendment in reference to the Eight Hours 
question. He would have gained a great many more votes had 
he contented himself with making a protest against the refusal 
of the Government to allow their representative to discuss the 
question. But he must needs tack on to this a perfectly un- 
necessary assertion that an increasing number of working men 
were in favour of limiting the hours of labour. This is fortunately 
not the view of the majority of Liberal members. It is noticed 
that the strongest exponents of this theory are not working men, 
nor those who have had large experience of working men. I 
think the Liberal party will not easily consent to be dictated to 
on this point by irrepressible politicians without any practical 
knowledge of the subject. 

The Unionist and Tory party are very angry with Mr. Caine. 
They resent his Barrow letter, presumably because of its outspoken 
denunciation of their pet journal. Apart from this little breeze, 
the Report of the Commission has apparently ceased to 
excite the House of Commons. I suppose the debate 
of next week will resuscitate our interest in this matter, 
but at present we pass our tranquil days without the slightest 
allusion to the Commission. It is used outside by politicians of 
both sides. But no one in the House on either side has been 
able to convince himself of the validity of its condemnation of 
Irish members. It will be quite time to consider how the 
Report is going to affect the electors when we find it has 


‘made any difference in the treatment of Irish members in 


their social intercourse with their opponents in Parliament. 
The Irishmen are delighted with Mr. Gladstone’s amendment, 
and no one of the rest of us doubts that it expresses our views. 
But there is some fear that its wording may afford an avenue of 
escape to some of the weaker brethren among the Unionists, whom 
we might possibly have won over under other conditions. 


(FROM THE GALLERY.) 


The most interesting event of the Session so far has been the 
appearance of Mr. Chamberlain in the Free Education debate on 
Friday. The House was full of Liberals and Conservatives most 
curious—-I cannot say, anxious—to see what line Mr. Chamberlain 
would take. He began well. It seemed for a time as if his 
older and better self had returned. The principles he 
laid down, and the views he set forth, were in harmony with 
Liberal opinion ; but before ‘he had advanced far the signs of 
deterioration appeared. Then he went from bad to worse, 
and finally he sat down amidst a storm of groans from his old 
friends. But the member for Birmingham felt his degradation 
when Sir W. Harcourt was unkind enough to rake up some 
of his old declarations on the subject of Free Education. 
I have never seen Mr. Chamberlain so angry. He interrupted, 
he corrected, he remonstrated. The member for Derby was 
perfectly courteous, but proceeded. The member for Birming- 
ham has not experienced such a half-hour for a long time ; and it 
required all the efforts of Sir Henry James to keep his Unionist 
colleague within the bounds, when persuasion failed holding him 
down in his seat amidst the laughter of the House. Rarely has 
an eminent politician looked at once so foolish and so angry. 
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Mr. Chamberlain had still more to endure. It was nearing twelve 
o’clock, and Mr. Morley, who closed the debate, was compelled 
to make a very short speech. He therefore concentrated his 
force and vigour, and drove home the points which had 
been made by Sir W. Harcourt. Above all, he produced the very 
quotation the existence of which Mr. Chamberlain seemed to 
deny ; and it was read amidst the exultant cheers of the Oppo- 
sition. The incident evidently irritated Mr. Chamberlain, for 
he turned somewhat fiercely to Mr. Morley, after the latter had 
resumed his seat. What passed is not known; but I should 
guess that the conversation was as unpleasant as it certainly was 
animated. 

I do not know that Mr. Raikes ever served so useful a purpose 
as he did on Tuesday. A Welsh member had asked the House 
to declare for the appointment of a Welsh Minister. Mr. O. 
Morgan pointed out that if the motion were carried, the first Welsh 
Minister would be Mr. Raikes. The effect was instantaneous. 
Not another word was said in favour of the motion. The 
prospect of having Mr. Raikes to rule them, at once sent a 
thrill of horror through the Welsh members ; and they promptly 
abandoned their proposal. 

It is unfortunate for the cause of the eight hours day of labour 
that Mr. Cuninghame Graham is its Parliamentary exponent. 
Mr. Graham is a well-meaning and amiable enthusiast ; but he 
is flighty, feather-brained, and in manner theatrical. He utters 
commonplaces with the air of a prophet, and he advances 
opinions which aredisputed hotly with theconfidence of infallibility. 
He fell an easy victim to the masculine vigour and debating 
skill of Mr. Bradlaugh. Mr. Cobden once talked of crumpling up 
Russia like a piece of brown paper, and this was the operation 
which Mr. Bradlaugh performed on Mr. Graham. Lord R. 
Churchill is playing with the eight hours question. He is not 
sure how matters may go, and in the meantime he is waiting to 
see whether he can use it to serve his own ambition. His refer- 
ence to Mr. Graham was contemptuous, but he spoke in an ap- 
proving spirit of the object of the eight hours movement. 

Mr. Smith has already seized a portion of the time of private 
members. The necessities of the public service formed, of course, 
the tyrant’s plea, and the private members had only to protest and 
submit. It was interesting to notice the fatherly way in which 
Mr. Smith admonished the House on its offences, and urged it to 
mend its manners. In any other man the House would probably 
resent this tone, but Mr. Smith’s assumption of mastership is so 
gentle, his little lectures so free from intellectual assumption, that 
members are amused rather than angry. Tuesday witnessed 
Mr. Chaplin’s first appearance as the Minister of Agriculture, and 
he received congratulations from both sides. 


FROM PALL MALL WINDOWS. 


AN OUTLOOK ON MEN AND AFFAIRS. 


‘THE friends of the Bishop of Lincoln are hopeful as to the 
issue of his trial. They believe that the Archbishop will 
not hold himself bound by the decisions of the Privy Council, 
but will try each disputed act of ritual on its merits; and this 
they consider a great point gained. Then, again, the Archbishop 
has an intimate knowledge of ritual, is deeply versed in that 
mysterious science, “ Comparative Liturgiology,” and is notori- 
ously well-affected towards ecclesiastical form and ceremony. It 
1s of course certain that, in his judgment, he will insist on the 
duty of exact compliance with the letter of the rubric ; but on all 
points where no precise instructions are given, he will probably 
hold that the Church of England permits her ministers to act in 
conformity with the traditional practice of Christendom. 

The Bishop of Lincoln, I hear, has determined to obey the 
Archbishop’s judgment, unless, which is highly unlikely, it should 
bind him to any marked deviation from the Church’s universal 
order. Whether the ritualistic clergy will follow this example of 


obedience is doubtful. Should the Church Association appeal to 
the Privy Council, the bishop will not even enter an appearance. 

Meanwhile I hear that the Queen is much incensed by the 
trial and by the circumstances which gave rise to it. She asks, 
“How did such a man as Dr. King ever come to be made a 
bishop?” and this query of the Defender of the Faith is one 
which has suggested itself to many of her subjects. The fact is 
that the Regius Professor of Pastoral Theology, though the idol of 
Cuddesdon or Oxford, was little known to the world at large ; and 
those who knew him best did not suspect him of any tendency to 
ceremonial excess. So there was no more difficulty in persuad- 
ing the Queen to agree to his nomination to the episcopate than 
would have been experienced in regard to any other advanced 
High Churchman. Meanwhile, “once bit, twice shy;” it is 
understood that the names submitted by Lord Salisbury for the 
see of Durham are scrutinised by the Head of the Church with 
unusual care, lest another ritualist should slip unawares into the 
high places of the Establishment. 

Mr. Walter de Rothschild, whose admission to partnershipinthe 
great financial house is justannounced, istheelderson of Lord Roth- 
schild,and is justtwenty-two yearsold. Mr. Rothschildisaquietand 
thoughtful young man, of an amiable character and retiring man- 
ner. He was educated at Trinity College, Cambridge. His 
chief interest is in natural history, and he has formed at his home 
at Tring a curious and valuable museum, illustrating the fauna 
and flora of the neighbourhood, and has good-naturedly thrown 
it open to the inhabitants of the town. 

Mr. Harry Cust, who is fighting the Stamford division of 
Lincolnshire, is asmart young gentleman of a very different type, 
ready, fluent, forward, and nota little self-satisfied. At Eton and 
at Cambridge he enjoyed the enviable reputation of being able to 
do anything he chose to do, and if so far he has done nothing, we 
must suppose that it is only because he has not chosen. Mr. Cust 
is a Bedfordshire squire, and a cousin of Lord Brownlow, whose 
influence is considerable in the Stamford division. 


LETTERS TO THE EDITOR. 


MR. JUSTICE PINSENT AND THE NEWFOUNDLAND 
FISHERIES. 


S1rR,—My attention having just been drawn to the article in 
your journal of the Ist instant, 1 should like to be informed by 
what authority you state that I am one “who is thought in the 
Colony to take a thoroughly French view ” of the Treaty question. 

Any intelligent person reading even what has appeared recently 
in the English press, must have observed that my opinions are 
diametrically opposed to the French assumption with regard to 
the present moot point of importance, viz., the Lobster fishery ; 
and my arguments have been adopted and supported by the Press 
in general. 

With regard to the general scope of the Treaties, I have 
simply dealt with them as a question of judicial construction, free 
I trust from the folly on my part of writing nonsense, and 
capable of bearing the test of investigation, but differing most 
materially from any “ French view ” of the matter. 

All my disposition, for 1 am a Newfoundlander, is to make 
the best of the Colony’s case, so far as it can be sensibly and 
conscientiously done, and to win the sympathy and support of 
those who may in any manner be concerned in dealing with the 
subject. 

Any true friend of the Colony would support my views so far 
as they go, and improve upon them, if hz can, by intelligent and 
instructive argument. 

When it comes to a question of resistance or aggression by 
armed force, irrespective of right, that is quite out of my line, at 
least in its initial processes.—I am, yours truly, 

ROBERT J. PINSENT. 
The Leesons, Chislehurst, Kent, 22nd February, 1890. 


With regard to local opinion as to my conduct, and my desire 
to do the Colony good service, I can point with pride and satis- 
faction to the testimony to be read in the addresses of Grand 
Juries, especially of those upon the coast within the French 
Treaty limits ; to the opinions of such men as the Right Rev. Dr. 
Howley, the Prefect Apostolic of the coast, than whom there is 
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no man more eagerly patriotic; and to one of the last facts in 
connection with this matter, that the zealous Member for the 
district (Mr. Carty) in introducing into the House of Assembly a 
suite of resolutions in support of the Newfoundland Case, cited 
my directions and dicta upon the construction of the — 
J.P. 


BRITISHER AND HINDU. 


S1r,—-There is one point in Sir Charles Dilke’s new work, and 
in your review of it in your issue of the 22nd inst., to which I 
should like to draw your attention. : 

Sir Charles Dilke notices, but in studiously moderate language, 
the practice and the results of the reserve and hauteur of the 
Britisher official in India towards the native inhabitants of the 
Peninsula. In his recent work on Central Asia, Mr. George 
Curzon alludes to the same subject, and draws comparisons—un- 
favourable to the tact and good temper of our own countrymen— 
between the Russian and the British practice. But Sir Charles 
Dilke and Mr. Curzon and your reviewer forget or ignore one 
very salient fact when they compare the demeanour of the 
“Englishman” in India with that of the Russian in Central 
Asia; and I think it is a feature which Sir Charles Dilke him- 
self would not fail to recognise if it were brought to his notice in 

, this particular connection. 

_d hroughout the greater part of the Peninsula a Christian or 
noh-Indian is, by the very fact of his religion, debarred from 
social intercourse with the native-born inhabitant. Such is not 
the case in Central Asia, or in China, or in Japan. The contact 
of generations between the descendants of the Mohammedan in- 
vaders and the Hindu natives has so far worked on the Mussul- 
man practice in India proper, that very few Mohammedans in India 
will eat with an Englishman. Such is not the case in Afghanistan ; 
and if fierce religious prejudice exists in Central Asia, it should 
not be forgotten that there it is not supported and accentuated 
by the marvellous and penetrating caste system of Hindustan. 

I think Sir Charles Dilke would be quick to acknowledge the 
extraordinary difficulties thrown by caste in the way of an easy 
or genial intercourse between an Englishman and a strict con- 
former to the tenets of Hinduism. 

This feature of the problem of India is not alluded to by your 
reviewer. I do not excuse the hauteur of the Englishman, I only 
plead that “ caste” accentuates his natural disadvantages.—Yours 
truly, R. M. 

February, 23, 1890. 


A LITERARY CAUSERIE. 


Tue Speaker Orrice, 
Friday, Feb; 28, 1890. 

LONG ago an eminent Professor of International Law, at the 

University of Cambridge, lecturing his class, spoke some- 
what disparagingly of the Reformation as compared with the 
Renaissance, and regretted there was no adequate history of the 
glorious events called by the latter name. So keenly indeed did 
the Professor feel this gap in his library, that he proceeded to say 
that inconvenient as it had been to Him to lecture at Cambridge 
that afternoon, still if what he had said should induce any 
member of the class to write a history of the Renaissance worthy 
to be mentioned with the master-piece of Gibbon, he (the 
Professor) would never again think it right to refer to the incon- 
venience he had been put to personally in the matter. 


It must be twenty years since these words were uttered. The 
class to whom they were addressed is scattered far and wide, 
even as the household referred to in the touching poem of Mrs. 
Hemans. No one of them has written a history of the Renais- 
sance. It is now well-nigh certain no one of them ever will. 
Looking back over those twenty years it seems a pity it was 
never attempted. As Owen Meredith sweetly sings— 


‘* And it all seems now in the waste of life 
Such a very little thing.” 


But it has remained undone. Regrets are vain. 


For my part, I will make bold to say that the Professor was 
al wrong. Professors do not stand where they did. They have 


been blown upon. The ugliest gap in an Englishman’s library is 
in the shelf which ought to contain, but does not, a history of the 
Reformation of Religion in his own country. It is a subject 
made for an Englishman’s hand. At present it is but (to employ 
some old-fashioned words) a hotch-potch, a gallimaufry, a con- 
fused mingle-mangle of divers things jumbled or put together. 
Puritan and Papist, Anglican and Erastian, pull out what they 
choose, and drop whatever they do not like with a grimace of 
humorous disgust. What faces the early Tractarians used to pull 
over Bishop Jewel! How Dr. Maitland delighted in exhibiting 
the boundless vulgarity of the Puritan party! Lord Macaulay 
had only a paragraph or two to spare for the Reformation; but as 
we note amongst the contents of his first chapter the following 
heads: “The Reformation and its Effects,” “Origin of the 
Church of England,” “Her Peculiar Character,” we do not need 
to be further reminded of the views of that arch-Erastian. 


It is time someone puta stop to this “ help yourself” sort of 
thing. What is needed to do this is a long, leisurely, luminous 
history, written by somebody who, though wholly engrossed by 
his subject, is yet absolutely indifferent to it. 


The great want at present is of common knowledge ; common, 
that is, to all parties. The Catholic tells his story, which is much 
the most interesting one, sure of his audience. The Protestant 
falls back upon his Fox, and re-lights the fires of Smithfield with 
entire self-satisfaction.- The Erastian flourishes his Acts of Parlia- 
ment in the face of the Anglican, who burrows like a cony in the 
rolls of Convocation. Each is familiar with one set of facts, and 
shrinks nervously from the honour of an introduction to a totally 
new set. We are not going to change our old “ mumpsimus” for 
anybody’s new “sumpsimus.” But we must some day, and we 
shall when this new history gets itself written. 


The subject cannot be said to lack charm. Border lands, 
marches, passes are always romantic. No bagman can cross the 
Tweed without emotion. The wanderer on the Malvern Hills 
soon learns to turn his eyes from the dull eastward plain to where 
they can be feasted on the dim outlines of wild Wales. Border 
periods of history have something of the same charm. How the 
old thing ceased to be? How the new thing became what it is? 
How the old colours faded, and the old learning disappeared, and 
the Church of Edward the Confessor, and St. Thomas of Canter- 
bury, and William of Wykeham, became the Church of George 
the Third, Archbishop Tait, and Dean Stanley? There is surely 
a tale to be told. Something must have happened at the Re- 
formation. Somebody was dispossessed. The common people no 
longer heard “ the blessed mutter of the mass,” nor saw “God 
made and eaten all day long.” Ancient services ceased, old 
customs were disregarded, familiar words began to go out fof 
fashion. The Reformation meant something. On these points 
the Catholics entertain a kind of doubt. That they suffered 
ejectment they tearfully admit. Nor, to do them justice, have 
they ever acquiesced in the wrong they allege was then done them, 
or exhibited the faintest admiration for the intruder. 


‘‘ Have ye beheld the young God of the Seas, 
My dispossessor? Have ye seen his face ? 
Have ye beheld his chariot foam’d along 
By noble wing’d creatures he hath made ? 
I saw him on the calmed waters scud, 
With such a glow of beauty in his eyes 
That it enforced me to bid sad farewell 
To all my empire.” 

This has never been the attitude or the language of the 
Roman Church towards the Anglican. “Canterbury has gone 
its way, and York is gone, and Durham is gone, and Winchester 
is gone. It was sore to part with them.” So spoke Dr. Newman 
on a memorable occasion. His distress would have been no 
greater had the venerable buildings to which he alluded been 
in the possession of the Baptists. 
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But against this view must be set the one represented by the 
somewhat boisterous Church of Englandism of Dean Hook, who 
ever maintained that all the Church did at the Reformation was 
to wash her dirty face, and that consequently she underwent only 
an external and not a corporate change during the process. 

There are thousands of pious souls to whom the question, 
What happened at the Reformation? is of supreme importance ; 
and yet there is no history of the period written by a “kinless 
loon,” whose own personal indifference to Church Authority shall 
be as great as his passion for facts, his love of adventures and 
biography, and his taste for theology. 


In the meantime, and pending the production of the immortal 
work, it is pleasant to notice that annually the historian’s task is 
being made easier. Books are being published, and old manu- 
scripts edited and printed, which will greatly assist the good man, 
and enable him to write his book by his own fireside. The 
Catholics have been very active of late years. They have shaken 
off their shyness and reserve, and however reluctant they still may 
be to allow their creeds to be overhauled and their rites curtailed 
by strangers, they have at least come with their histories in their 
hands and invited criticism. The labours of Father Morris of the 
Society of Jesus, and of the late Father Knox of the London 
Oratory, greatly lighten and adorn the path of the student who 
loves to be told what happened long ago, not in order that he may 
know how to cast his vote at the next election, but simply because 
it so happened, and for no other reason whatsoever. 


Father Knox’s name has just been brought before the world, 
not, it is to be hoped, for the last time, by the publication of a 
small book, partly his, but chiefly the work of the Rev. T. E. 
Bridgett, entitled “The True Story of the Catholic Hierarchy 
deposed by Queen Elizabeth, with Fuller Memoirs ofits Two Last 
Survivors” (Burns and Oates). 


The book was much wanted. When Queen Mary died, on 
the 17th of November, 1558, the dioceses of Oxford, Salisbury, 
Bangor, Gloucester, and Hereford were vacant. The Archbishop 
of Canterbury, Reginald Pole, died a few hours after his royal 
relative ; and the Bishops of Rochester, Norwich, Chichester, and 
Bristol did not long survive her. It thus happened that at the 
opening of 1559 there were only sixteen bishops on the Bench. 
What became of them? The book I have just mentioned answers 
this deeply interesting question. 


One of them, Oglethorpe of Carlisle, was induced to crown 
the Queen, which service was, however, performed according to 
the Roman ceremonial, and included the Unction, the Pontifical 
Mass, and the Communion, but when the oath prescribed by the 
Act of Supremacy was tendered to the bishops, they all, with one 
exception, Kitchen of Llandaff, declined to take it, and their 
depositions followed in due course, though at different dates, 
during the year 1559. They were, in plain English, turned out, 
and their places given to others. 


A whole hierarchy turned a-begging like this might have been 
a very startling thing—but it does not seem to have been so. 
There was no Ambrose amongst the bishops. The mob showed 
no disposition to rescue Bonner from the Marshalsea. The 
Queen called them “a set of lazy scamps.” This was hard 
measure. The reverend authors of the book before me call them 
“confessors,” which they certainly were. But there is something 
disappointing and non-apostolic about them. They none of 
them came to violent ends. What did happen to them? 


The classical passage recording their fortunes occurs in Lord 
Burghley’s “ Execution of Justice in England,” which appeared in 
1583. His lordship in a good-tempered vein runs through the 
ist of the deposed bishops one by one, and says in substane¢e, and 


in a style not unlike Lord Russell’s, that the only hardship put 
upon them was their removal “from their ecclesiastical offices, 
which they would not exercise according to law.” For the rest, 
they were “for a great time retained in bishops’ houses in very 
civil and courteous manner, without charge to themselves or their 
friends, until the time the Pope began, by his Bulls and messages, 
to offer trouble to the realm by stirring of rebellion”; then 
Burghley admits, some of them were removed to more quiet 
places, but still without being “called to any capital or bloody 
question.” 


In this view historians have pretty generally acquiesced. 
Camden speaks of Tunstall of Durham dying at Lambeth “in 
free custody”—a happy phrase which may be recommended to 
those of Her Majesty’s subjects in Ireland who find themselves 
in prison under a statute of Edward III., not for doing anything, 
but for refusing to say they will not do it again. Even that most 
erudite and delightful of English Catholics, Charles Butler, who 
is one of the pleasantest memories of Lincoln’s Inn, made but 
little of the sufferings of these bishops, whilst some Protestant 
writers have thought it quite amazing they were not all burnt as 
heretics. ‘“ There were no retaliatory burnings,” says Canon 
Perry regretfully. But this surely is carrying Anglican assurance 
to an extraordinary pitch. What were they to be burnt for? 
You are burnt for heresy. That is right enough. No one would 
complain of that. But who in the year 1559 would have been 
bold enough to declare that the Archbishop of York was a heretic 
for refusing an oath prescribed by an Act of the Queen of the 
same year? Why, even now, after three centuries and a quarter 
of possession, I suppose Lord Selborne would hesitate before 
burning the Archbishop of Westminster as a heretic. Hanging 
is a different matter. It is very easy to get hung—but to be burnt 
requires a combination of circumstances not always forthcoming. 
Canon Perry should have remembered this. 


These deposed bishops were neither burnt nor hung. The 
aged Tunstall of Durham, who had played a very shabby part 
in Henry’s time, died, where he was bound to die, in his bed, 
very shortly after his deposition; so also did the Bishops of 
Lichfield and Coventry, St. Davids, Carlisle, and Winchester. 
Dr. Scott of Chester;after four years in the Fleet prison, managed 
to escape to Belgium, where he died in 1565. Dr. Pate of 
Worcester, who was a Council of Trent man, spent three years in 
the Tower, and then, contrived to slip away unobserved. Dr. 
Poole of Peterborough was never in prison at all, but was 
allowed to live in retirement in the neighbourhood of London till 
his death in 1568. Bishop Bonner was kepta close prisoner in the 
Marshalsea till his death in 1569. He was not popular in London. 
As he had burnt about 120 persons, this need not surprise us. Bishop 
Bourne of Bath and Wells was lodged in the Tower from June, 
1560, to the autumn of 1563, when the plague breaking out, he 
was quartered on the new Bishop of Lincoln, who had to provide 
him with bed and board till May, 1566, after which date the 
ex-bishop was allowed to be at large till his death in 1569. 
The Bishop of Exeter was kept in the Tower for three years. 
What subsequently became of him is not known. He is supposed 
to have lived in the country. Bishop Thirlby of Ely, after 
three years in the Tower, lived for eleven years with Archbishop 
Parker, uncomfortably enough, without confession or mass. 
Then he died. It is not to be supposed that Parker ever told 
his prisoner that they both belonged to the same Church. Dr. 
Heath, the Archbishop of York, survived his deprivation twenty 
years, three only of which were spent in prison. He was a man 
of more mark than most of his brethren, and had defended the 
Papal supremacy with power and dignity in his place in 
Parliament. The Queen, who had a liking for him, was very 
anxious to secure his presence at some of the new offices, 
but he would never go, summing up his objections thus :— 
“Whatever is contrary to the Catholic faith is heresy, what- 
ever is contrary to Unity is schism.” On getting out of the Tower, 
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Dr. Heath, who had a private estate, lived upon it till his death- 
Dr. Watson of Lincoln was the most learned and the worst 
treated of the deposed bishops. He was in the Tower and the 
Marshalsea, with short intervals, from 1559 to 1577, when he was 
handed over to the custody of the Bishop of Winchester, who passed 
him on, after eighteen months, to his brother of Rochester, from 
whose charge he was removed to join other prisoners in Wisbeach 
Castle, where very queer things happened. Watson died at 
Wisbeach in 1584. There was now but one bishop left, the by no 
means heroic Goldwell of St. Asaphs, who in June, 1559, pro- 
ceeded in disguise to the sea-coast, and crossed over to the Con- 
tinent without being recognised. He continued to live abroad 
for the rest of his days, which ended on the 3rd of April, 1585. 
With him the ancient hierarchy ceased to exist. That, at least, is 
the assertion of the reverend authors of the book referred to. 
There are those who maintain the contrary. A. B. 


Mr. Gladstone has now all but completed his articles on ‘‘ The Old 
Testament” for Good Words. The first, on ‘‘ The Impregnable Rock of 
Holy Scripture,” will appear in the April number, and this will be 
followed by others on ‘‘ The Creation Story,” ‘* The Mosaic Legislation,” 
** The Psalms,” ‘‘ The Method of the Old Testament,” &c. 


Writing to Mr. Stuart J. Reid, under date Hotel Villa Victoria, Cairo, 
Egypt, February 17, of his meeting with Stanley, Mr. Edward Marston 
says :— 

He received me with most affectionate warmth, which did my heart 
good. We have lived togetherever since. I may tell you that his hair, 
cut quite short, is perfectly white, and adds much dignity to his appear- 
ance. He is, of course, thoroughly bronzed. I have known him for 
many years, but I can truly say, as I told him, that I never before saw 
him looking half so well. He is the picture of health and vigour. He 
is as merry as a boy, full of stories and anecdotes of his adventures. Our 
after-dinner chats are delightful. I only wish I could remember and 
record them ; for example, he has just been telling me how he and his 
officers sat down in Starvation Camp to dine off ¢wo dananas, the only 
scrap of food they had inthe whole camp. They were jovial even then ; 
the officers amused themselves by drawing up a menu, each one choosing 
his dish. It was headed— 


Roast Beef and Plum Pudding, and plenty of it. 


Ham and Eggs galore. 
More Roast Beef. 
Rump Steaks. 
&e., &e. 


This was at a time when, as I have said, there was not a scrap of food in 
the camp, and they knew not where to look for any, but fully expected 
death for all if it did not arrive within twenty hours !—a somewhat unique 
instance of being jo//y under adverse circumstances. 

Mr. Stanley is devoting absolutely the whole’ of his time, from early in 
the morning—sometimes as early as six o’clock—till late at night, in 
writing his great book. You will be interested in knowing that consider- 
ably more than one-half of it is already written out, and I shall bring away 
a very large portion of the whole. I have an artist with me, who is taking 
Mr. Stanley’s instructions about the illustrations. The maps—of which there 


' will be three large ones and thirteen most interesting small ones, having 


historical reference to the sources of the Nile and the Mountains of the 
Moon, from documents specially supplied to him by the Khedive—are all 
ready for me to put in hand on my return. I have read a good part of the 
text, and I think I may say, without being accused of puffing, that it is pro- 
foundly interesting. . . . I have just induced Mr. Stanley—for the first 
time since I have been here—to take a walk for halfan hour. We 
walked down to the Nile—my first sight of the mighty river. ‘‘ There,” 
said Stanley, ‘‘is the river of which I discovered the sources, and now 
you have discovered the mouth. Eight months ago I drank its waters at 
the very sources (at Isonga), and xow I may be drinking the very 
= here, for it takes about eight months to flow from source to 
mouth.” 


For some years an autograph manuscript of Daniel Defoe’s has been 
lying untouched in the British Museum. This was the ‘‘Compleat English 
Gentleman,” which the author of *‘ Robinson Crusoe” left unfinished and un- 
published at his death. It was reserved for a German, Dr. Karl Buelbring 

o undertake the editing of Defoe’s last work, and it will shortly be pub: 
lished by Mr. David Nutt. 


What is it that determines the success of a book? We observe that 
Mr. Walter Pater’s recently published ‘* Appreciations ” has already got 
into a second edition, whereas the same writer’s ‘‘ Imaginary Portraits,” 
a volume containing some of the most musically written of English 


essays—has not in three years attained to a like good fortune. 


Literary history is repeating itself. Messrs. Macmillan announce for 
immediate publication a new novel by Lord Lytton. ‘The Ring of 
Amasis ” is the title of the ex-Governor-General’s story. 


The same publishers have a new work by Sir Samuel Baker in the 
press. It is entitled, ‘‘ Wild Beasts and their Ways in Asia, Africa, 
America. From 1845—1888.” 


Spielhagen, the German novelist, isabout to publish ‘Some Notes from 
my Life,” which, like Freytag’s recent book, will contain reminiscences 
of the late Emperor Frederick. 


Professor Ebers, the German author who so happily combines Egypt- 
ologyand archeology with the imaginative gift, has written a novel entitled 
‘* Joshua,” with Biblical incidents for its historic background. 


REVIEWS. 
DR. WESTCOTT ON THE EPISTLE TO THE HEBREWS. 


THE EPISTLE TO THE HEBREWS: THE GREEK TEXT, WITH NOTES AND 
Essays. By Brooke Foss Westcott, D.D., D.C.L. London: Mac- 
millan & Co. 1889. 


T HIS work is almost everything we expect a commentary by Pro- 

fessor Westcott to be—scholarly without being erudite, devout 
without being unctuous, with the student’s love of form and the 
scholar’s nice discrimination of words and idioms, yet with the 
insight of the spiritual thinker and his joy in the discovery and 
exposition of large and unifying principles. We cannot welcome 
a new book by Westcott without a certain sadness; it suggests 
the name of one long associated with him and now lost to us. 
Lightfoot and Westcott have maintained the best traditions of 
Cambridge scholarship, and have done more than any other two 
men to revive the love of theology and the ancient type of the 
theological scholar. They were very different, yet each was 
typical of his University. Lightfoot was a nobler Bentley, with 
a larger manhood, with a saner and more veracious and more 
simply pious spirit, and with all Bentley’s power to hit an 
opponent hard and straight, though without his marvellous 
fertility in quarrelling and provoking quarrels ; with all his fine 
scholarship and rare critical genius, though without the eccentricity 
of mind that made the greatest English scholar of his century the 
worst judge of English literature. Westcott is almost like a Cam- 
bridge Neo-Platonist strayed out of the seventeenth into the 
nineteenth century, yet with most characteristic differences. He 
is a Neo-Platonist of the ecclesiastical rather than the classical 
renaissance. He does not so much seek to find the Church in 
philosophy as philosophy in the Church ; he comes to his Platonism 
through Clement and Origen, not through Plotinus and Numenius, 
and so it is Biblical rather than classical; he brings it out of 
John and the Hebrews, not out of Plato and the Academy. But 
though the form be changed, yet it is the old spirit. The idealism 
is not the less real that it finds its material in Gospel and Epistles, 
instead of the philosophical treatises and commentaries on all the 
mythologies. 

Hebrews was, among the books of the New Testament, 
one of the latest to receive canonical recognition ; yet it has been 
one of the most influential in the determination of doctrine. It 
well illustrates the laws that governed the formation of Christian 
beliefs and institutions. The doubts as to its authorshi 
occasioned the doubts as‘to its canonicity ; but its affinity wit 
the school of Alexandria led to its acceptance there, and by-and- 
bye to its recognition everywhere. The process was in this, as in 
the other departments of thought and polity, from the provincial 
to the ecumenical, not from the ecumenical to the provincial. 
In matters ecclesiastical, Rome was organised by the provinces 
rather than the provinces by Rome ; the opinion of one church 
gradually became the belief of all, and so, in a sense, all 
orthodoxies started as heresies. In Alexandria the Epistle was 
judged to be Pauline rather than Paul’s—either a translation from 
a Hebrew work by him—-Clement’s view; or a composition 
from material of his preserved either in memory or in notes—the 
view of Origen. This was done in order to affirm the 
apostolical authorship that was held necessary to canonical 
recognition ; but in the West, where the apostolical authorshi 
was not allowed, the canonical authority was not admitt 
On this point Canon Westcott is admirably concise and 
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clear. He says: “Experience has shown us how to unite 
the positive conclusions on both sides. We have been enabled 
to acknowledge that the apostolic authority of the Epistle is 
independent of its Pauline authorship. The spiritual insight of 
the East can be joined with the historical witness of the West ; and 
if we hold that the judgment of the Spirit makes itself felt through 
the consciousness of the Christian Society, no book of the Bible is 
more completely recognised by universal consent as giving a 
divine view of the facts of the Gospel, full of lessons for all time, 
than the Epistle to the Hebrews” (xxi.). 

This is well, but needs to be qualified. “The spiritual insight 
of the East” triumphed in spite of “the historical witness of the 
West.” Each was contrary to the other. What the West would 
have withheld on account of its “ historical witness,” it was forced 
to concede to “the spiritual insight of the East.” Thus, if it had 
not been for the spiritual discernment of Alexandria, the New 
Testament canon would have been without the Epistle that 
in power stands second only to Romans, if indeed to it. This is 
a curious and instructive commentary on the conventional 
argument as to the value and function of tradition. Tradition 
did its best to exclude Hebrews from the canon; the particular 
Church converted the universal, the universal did not legislate 
for all the particulars. 

Before leaving the question of authorship, we must express our 
cordial approval of Canon Westcott’s caution and reserve. It is re- 
freshing to find so distinguished a scholar confessing that he does 
not know. His conclusion is “negative ;” it “cannot be the work 
of St. Paul, and still less the work of Clement.” Whether written 
by Luke, Barnabas, or Apollos, he cannot tell. The last name, 
since first suggested by Luther, has received from the most dis- 
tinguished critics an extraordinary degree of support. This has 
been due to the intellectual character and standpoint of the 
Epistle. It is by a man of the School of Alexandria, though 
a very independent member of the school ; and it bears also on 
the question of its “destination.” We do not agree with Canon 
Westcott that it is most reasonable “to find the society to whom 
the letter was addressed in Jerusalem, or in the neighbourhood of 
Jerusalem ” (xl.). We think his arguments in support of this can 
all be turned the other way. Colonists idealise the institutions of 
the mother country more than its own people; and it is an idealised, 
not an actual worship that is here described. What the writer ex- 
plains and interprets is the Levitical system as it existed in idea, 
not as it was realised in Jerusalem. Had he been familiar with 
the latter he must have shown his sense of the profanations 
within the temple and the conflicts around it. How could he 
have better arrested the threatened apostasies than by con- 
trasting the actual with the ideal worship? But here there is 
no reference to the “money-changers,” to the conflicts of Pharisees 
and Sadducees, to a priesthood scheming, ambitious, unpatriotic, 
and subservient to the alien, to families that may be said to have 
bought and sold the high priesthood, or used their office and 
descent the better to serve their own interests. In a word, the 

icture is too ideal to be the work of a man who knew the actual ; 
it is the Judaism of the imagination, not of the city and the temple. 
The writer and the readers move in the same intellectual atmo- 
sphere, while he and they are familiar with a life more Hellenic 
than Judaic. The idealisms relate to the Hebrews, the realisms 
to the Greeks. Thus the vivid picture of xii. 1 ; such terms and 
metaphors as Qearpi(duevor, x. 33; xii, 11 ; 
yupis, Xii. 23 ; &ykupay ris Wuxis, vi. 19 ; and wapappuduey, ii. 1, and 
the imagery of xi. 13, imply the discipline and experiences of life 
in a Greek city by the sea. In other words, author and readers 
alike thought of an ideal Judaism while living amidst a com- 
munity Greek at once in its games and commerce. 

The purpose of the Epistle is by exhibiting the superior ex- 
cellence of the Gospel over the Law to confirm the wavering 
Hebrews in their faith. As the enthusiasm for the new lessened, 
the fascination of the old increased, and the author endeavoured 
to break the spell of the old by revealing the glories of the new, 
with the old which had existed for it persisting in it, transfigured 
and made permanent. The result is what may be termed a 
philosophy of history, with a marvellously lucid exposition of its 
continuity and unity. In the new and in the old the same God 
speaks, but in the old the speech comes in many portions and 
ways, while in the new it has but one organ, the Son. This Son 
stands in contrast to the angels who were the ministers of 
God, to Moses who was His servant, and to the priesthood who 
were the Mediators of the old covenant ; and the contrast shows 
that He had been immanent in all that had been—was its reason, 
meaning, goal—that they work for Him, and He was their end, 
permanent while they were transitory. The method in which the 
author works out his thesis is full of interest. It has in it no 
trace or suggestion of the Alexandrian. allegory. He does not 


allegorise Moses, or the desert, or the law. He does not torture 
history, that it may forget its own tongue and speak in his. To 
him all is historical and real, yet all symbolical and significant. 
His idea of the law agrees with Paul’s in two points—it is added 
because of transgression, and its function is educative ; only Paul 
conceives it now as a schoolmaster, a tutor or governor, 
dealing with the son as though he were a servant; now as a 
punitive disguised as a restraining force, intended to make man 
conscious of sin; now as a letter that killeth ; and then as a sort 
of divine agency or expedient designed to change sin into trans- 
gression, show man the impotence of good works, and shut him 
up to the mercy of God. But Hebrews conceives the law asa 
prophecy in symbol, a sort of object-lesson intended to instruct the 
obstinate and unbelieving in the need and method of reconcilia- 
tion. To Paul law is made up of precepts and prohibitions 
enforced by the most awful sanctions ; to Hebrews the law isa 
system of ritual and sacrifice which has no meaning and -no 
efficacy save as related to good things to come. Paul thinks of 
the law as it was known and studied in the Rabbinical schools 
and the synagogues; to him it was Pharisaic, traditional, the 
wearisoine wilderness of literal subtleties and legal technicalities 
and burdensome regulations explored and expounded by the 
Gamaliels of his day. But Hebrews conceives the law as realised 
in worship, centralised in tabernacle or temple, observed by priests 
and honoured by sacrifices. Paul’s antitheses were law and grace, 
works and faith, one’s own righteousness and God’s, the letter and 
the spirit, death and life; but the antitheses of Hebrews 
were the outer and inner covenants, the Servant and the 
Son, the multitudinous and transitory priesthood and the 
One royal and eternal Priest, the earthly and the heavenly 
temple, the innumerable and inefficacious sacrifices and the one 
eternal and effectual Sacrifice. Paul conceived that the men 
before Christ were justified by faith ; Hebrews that these men 
lived by faith. Faith in the latter fulfils the functions of both 
faith and love in the former. Paul grapples with an actual 
Judaism which had become a mischievous tyranny, using its cere- 
monial to make religion a mere simulacrum of piety; but 
Hebrews handles a Judaism that had grown ideal and beautiful 
to the wistful and retrospective eyes of the men who had for- 
saken it. We need to combine the two to get a full and 
coherent view of the historical and ideal relations of Israel and 
Christianity. 

Canon Westcott’s work will be found eminently helpful to 
the student of this Epistle. He believes that our best helps 
to the knowledge of it are the Concordance, the Grammar, and 
the Lexicon, and no doubt he is right. But to the true scholar 
an Epistle means the thought it has occasioned as well as the 
thought it contains. , It is only the shallow or the impertinent that 
find the text obscured by the classical commentary ; it shines with 
new light when read with the eyes of the many devout men who 
have attempted to reach its heart. And this is an Epistle that still. 
holds much imprisoned light. Instructive as are the notes, always 
informing and helpful, of Canon Westcott, they still leave much to 
be done. He might have enabied us to read something of the 
Christian and Judeo-Christian communities as they can be 
known from this Epistle, for on this it is full of as yet almost un- 
worked material. He has written excellently on the Levitical, 
Melchizedekian and Christian priesthoods ; but he does not help us 
to understand why in this Epistle, above all others—which alone of 
New Testament writings develops on all sides the doctrine of the 
permanent priesthood—there is but one Person constituted Priest, 
and He must by the very necessity of the argument remain alone 
in this office forever. He has an excellent excursus “on the Social 
images in the Epistle” ; but he fails to make us see the cause of 
the very rare use of the term é«xAnola, or the significance of the 
senses in which it is used. But such omissions do not detract 
from our gratitude for what we have got; viz., a work which will 
help to keep the scholar reverent and devout, and will enable 
men who are not scholars the better to understand one of the 
richest books in the New Testament. 


TAVERNIER’S TRAVELS. 


TRAVELS IN INDIA. By Jean Baptiste Tavernier, Baron of Aubonne. 
Edited by V. Ball, LL.D., F.R.S., &c., author of the ‘‘ Economic 
Geology of India,” &c. Two vols. London: Macmillan & Co. 


WITH a single exception, no Asiatic traveller has been edited in 
the English language with such a wealth of knowledge and in so 
scientific a spirit as this book. The exception is Colonel Yule’s 
“Marco Polo ;” and Colonel Yule’s example and influence make 
themselves felt at many points in the magnificent volumes now 
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before us. Indeed, if one wished to sum up the effect which Sir 
Henry Yule and his co//aborateurs of the Hakluyt Society have 
exercised on the English treatment of Oriental Travels, it would 
be difficult to find a better illustration than Dr. Ball’s present 
work. Dr. Ball brings to his task not only an accurate historical 
study of the period of which he treats, and a careful investigation 
of the routes by which his hero travelled. He also brings to the 
many difficult problems that arise in the memoirs of the prince of 
merchant-jewellers, the practical experience of an Indian geologer, 
and the fine touch of an expert in Indian precious metals and 
stones. The bibliography and geographical identifications are 
excellent ; but Colonel Yule has taught us to expect—indeed, to 
demand—a high standard in these two departments, from English 
editors of Eastern travels. The exceptional merit of Dr. Ball’s 
bobk consists in the fact that, to a work which requires a very 
special kind of knowledge, he has brought, as a specialist, exactly 
the kind of knowledge required. 

Tavernier himself forms a sufficiently striking figure. Born 
in 1605, a French Protestant, and the son of an Antwerp refugee 
in Paris, Tavernier passed his eighty-four or more years on earth 
possessed by an unappeasable spirit of roaming, and sleeps under 
a tomb, without date, in Russia. The bare itineraries of that 
long and restless life would form no mean road-book to Europe 
and Asia in the seventeenth century. But Tavernier was not an 
ordinary traveller, nor a mere jotter down of post-stages. His 
industry, skill, and calm self-assertion, made him a notable person 
in the countries through which he passed. 

In the East especially, we find him equally at home at the 
Courts of Kings and Emperors, the fortresses of military chiefs, 
and the mercantile capitals of the great European Companies, 
English, Dutch, and Portuguese. He cheerfully accepted the 
Oriental methods of doing business, and bribed his way to fortune 
with the best, or the worst, of his rivals. But throughout, he is a 
man of spirit and a Frenchman. He is not afraid to haughtily 
tell an Indian king who tries to deal questionably with him, and 
who might have had the Christian stranger bow-strung at a nod, 
that His Majesty will never see his face again. On another 
occasion, almost in the Imperial presence, he attempts to draw 
his poignard on an aggressive Captain of the Guard. Occasionally 
he records a thoroughly Gallic bit of swagger. A potentate having 
unduly delayed payment for his jewels, Tavernier courteously 
came to take farewell, and was naturally asked by his illustrious 
customer how he expected ever to get his money if he went away. 
“At these words,” writes Tavernier, “assuming a look as proud 
as his, ‘ My king,’ I replied, ‘will cause me to be paid. For he is 
so generous that he will pay all his subjects when they have not 
had satisfaction for what they have sold in foreign countries.’ 
‘And in what manner would thy king recoup himself?’ replied he 
ina rage. ‘With two or three good vessels of war,’ I replied.” 

There was, however, always a vein of sincerity in Tavernier’s 
bombast. When at Goa, within the power of the Inquisition, he 
was not afraid to boldly declare himself a Protestant, and to help 
other Protestants; although he had the prudence to leave his 
Bible behind him when he landed. He stoutly fought the Dutch 
Company for his just dues, both in their headquarters in Asia and 
in the law-courts of Europe. The result of his life of adventure 
and labour was a handsome fortune, an interview with Louis 
Quatorze, and a patent of nobility. He purchased the Barony of 
Aubonne, near Geneva, restored the castle, wrote his memoirs, 
and lived in state. But the old man could not rest from travel. 
At the age of seventy-nine he journeyed to Berlin en véritable 
grand seigneur, attracted by the offer of becoming the Elector’s 
ambassador to India, “being still full of bodily energy, and pos- 
sessing an enterprising spirit.” The last glimpse we get of him 
is on his way from Copenhagen to Russia, at the age of eighty- 
four, backed by the — of the King of Sweden, and with 
orders from the Imperial Court to facilitate his passage from 
the frontier. His gravestone has lately been discovered in the 
Protestant Cemetery near Moscow, bearing the incomplete date 
16—, probably 1689, or some year shortly thereafter. 

It is this stout old jeweller-prince and land-Sindbad of the 
seventeenth century who forms the central figure in Dr. Ball’s 
book. But a whole panorama of picturesque Oriental personages 
and potentates unrolls itself in his volumes. Kings, emperors, 
viziers, Indian warriors in chain-armour, generals, pilgrims, 
pirates, diamond-polishers, customs-officers, and bullock-caravans 
of ten thousand oxen ; with European sea-captains armed to the 
teeth, a Grand Inquisitor, and the soldier-merchant chiefs of the 
East India Companies, English, Portuguese, and Dutch. What- 
ever can be effected by conscientious editing and clear type to 
make each individual in the long procession stand out distinctly 


before our eyes, has been accomplished. The most important 
feature of the book, however, is not its picturesque aspect, but the 
light which it throws upon certain definite Indian questions, in- 
dustrial, economic, and political, of our own times. 

We realise how very old some of those questions are. The offi- 
cial report of Lord Connemara’s last tour,as Governor of Madras, 
speaks incidentally of an agent of the Deccan Company prospect- 
ing in the same districts as those in which we find Tavernier 
prowling, two centuries ago. Then, as now, the fabled wealth of 
Golconda was a recollection rather than a reality. But the long 
list of diamond-mines which Dr. Ball has compiled from 
Tavernier’s memoirs prove that the present exhausted state of the 
industry had not yet been reached. It would seem, indeed, that, 
stimulated by the demand for jewels in the Imperial and nu- 
merous local courts of India, a keener search than ever was going 
on for precious stones. Gems were no longer to be picked up on 
the surface, and the work was conducted by mining operations of 
a rudimentary sort. 

The industry had in fact reached a stage half-way between the 
old legendary period of “finds” and the elaborate system of 
geological research and scientific mining machinery, which may 
perhaps be destined to lay bare more deeply hidden treasures in 
our own day. A similar conclusion seems also to be pointed to 
in regard to the mining of precious metals. The nugget period 
was long passed. Diamond miners and gold washers were alike 
poor, and alike miserably paid. But the precious stones and the 
precious metals were there, and were there in greater quantities, 
and nearer the surface, than they are now to be found. Whether 
the covered auriferous strata can be made to yield a profit by 
modern mining appliances, is still an unsettled problem in India. 

One of the economic questions which Dr. Ball’s careful 
editing has done much to throw light upon, is the comparative 
value of coins in the India of the seventeenth century. Tavernier 
occasionally notes down what he paid for things as he went 
along. Dr. Ball has unfortunately omitted the two important 
headings of “prices” (except for diamonds and rubies) and 
“wages” in his otherwise valuable index. But a list which we 
have compiled from the text, aided by other sources, is very 
suggestive. The diamond miners, always one of the poorest 
classes in India, received, as nearly as may be, a rupee a month, 
then twenty-seven pence. Palankeen bearers on an ordinary 
journey received four rupees a month (then equal to nine shillings). 
The rate of wages for able-bodied labourers may be taken between 
these extremes, but near the lower one. Probably two rupees 
(4s. 6d.) a month would represent the mean. This rate is less 
than one-half of that now current in Indian centres of population. 
But it is not lower than the rates for agricultural labour in many 
districts down to the middle of the present century. Indeed, 
Dr. Ball remarks, even of the poor diamond miners, that “in 
some remote parts of India, labour can still be obtained at about 
that rate.” 

Without accepting this statement as furnishing a safe basis of 
generalisation, the evidence, here and elsewhere, indicates that 
wages in India, from the middle of the seventeenth century down 
to the middle of the nineteenth century, did not exhibit anything 
like the great rise which they underwent in Europe. The truth 


is that, with the increase of the population, and the consequent ~ 


growth of a numerous class of landless labourers, the rise of 
wages did not keep pace in India with the rise in the prices of 
the necessaries of life during those two hundred years. The 
rapid rise in wages during the past thirty years, which is one of 
the phenomena of Indian economic history of our times, is due 
to the rapid growth of a wage-fund from Indian savings and 
imported English capital, and to the enormously increased 
demand for labour brought about by the industrial development 
of India under British rule. 

Dr. Ball’s work settles a long-standing controversy. Numis- 
matists and students of Indian taxation have pointed out that the 
revenues of the Mughal Emperors were, compared with the tax- 
able area and population of the Mughal Empire, very much 
greater than the revenues raised in British India. The figures 
were carefully tabulated by the late Mr. Edward Thomas, the 
highest authority on the subject ; and, after a further scrutiny, 
they have been admitted into the “ Imperial Gazetteer of India.” 
But the totals seem so enormous, compared with ‘the revenue 


"resources of the Mughal Empire, that a doubt has always existed 


as to the exact value of the currency in which they are given in 
the native records. Dr. Ball has set this doubt at rest. The 
most valuable parts of his work, from a political point of view, 
are perhaps those in which he analyses the Indian currencies of 
the seventeenth century, and fixes the English equivalent of 
each coin. 

For this exhaustive inquiry Tavernier supplies ample materials. 
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We are compelled to the conclusion that the standard rupee was 
in his times equivalent to two shillings and threepence ; in fact, that 
it was for practical purposes almost identical with the sicca rupee 
of the eighteenth and early part of the nineteenth centuries. Dr. 
Ball approaches the subject, not from Mr. Thomas’ basis of 
numismatics, but from a most searching comparison of the 
numerous coins used by Tavernier in the regular course of 
his business. The whole is reduced to a common measure of 
value with the aid of Sir Isaac Newton’s assays of coins at the 
London Mint. The results leave no room for questioning that 
the vast totals in the Mughal revenue accounts did actually 
represent the sums at which Indian numismatists have estimated 
them. The only loophole of escape is that suggested in the 
“Imperial Gazetteer”—namely, that they may have represented 
the revenue demand rather than the actual taxation received. 
Tavernier, however, bears striking testimony as to the severities 
with which those enormous revenues were enforced. “You may 
see in India,” he says, “whole provinces like deserts, from 
whence the peasants have fled on account of the oppression 
of the Governors.” 

It is with a feeling of reluctance that we rise from the study 
of this most fascinating book. Dr. Ball deserves high praise as 


a translator and editor. But it is rather for the picture, at once . 


comprehensive and exact, of an India which has passed away, 
that we chiefly owe him gratitude. Try to fancy an India, in 
which Tavernier declares that Surat, with its now land-locked 
silt-banks, “is the only port in the whole Empire of the Great 
Mogul :” an India in which there was no Bombay on the western 
coast, while the miserable Masulipatam did the work that is 
now done by Calcutta, Madras, False Point Harbour, and half 
a dozen resorts of maritime commerce on its eastern side. 
An India in which internal trade was carried by pack-bullocks 
for want of roads for wheeled conveyances ; except on a few 
great routes, along which it creaked at a snail’s pace in armed. 
caravans, sometimes “ numbering 10,090 to 12,000 oxen.” “ Each 
waggon,” writes Tavernier, “is drawn by ten or twelve oxen, 
and accompanied by four soldiers, whom the owner of the mer- 
chandise is obliged to pay. Two of them walk on each side of 
the waggon, over which there are two cords passed, and the four 
ends are held by the soldiers, so that if the waggon threatens to 
upset in a bad place, the two soldiers who are on the opposite 
side, hold the cords tight, and prevent it turning over.” It is 
this India, an India of commercial stagnation and internal wars, 
of lavish luxurious Courts and of a cruelly oppressed peasantry, 
which Tavernier displays before us: in short, the old India which 
has disappeared, and given place to the new industrial India of 
our day. 


TWO POLITICAL MANUALS. 


POLITICAL PRISONERS AT HOME AND ABROAD. By George Sigerson, M.D 
THE HOME-RULER’S MANUAL. By R. Barry O'Brien. London: Kegan 
Paul, Trench, Triibner & Co., Limited. 


IT is said that the age of the political pamphlet is past. If Swift 
wished to thunder against the conduct of the Allies, he would write 
a letter to the Zimes. If Burke had anything to say about a new 
French Revolution, he would have to get it gratuitously circulated 
by the Liberty and Property Defence League. The magazine 
and the shorthand writer have given public men more convenient 
means of reaching the public, while the busy electors of to-day do 
not want to have fact and argument served up to them with the 
rhetorical flourish which was characteristic of the pamphlet. But 
Dr. Sigerson and Mr. O’Brien both believe that one kind of 
pamphlet is still required. The new pamphlet should be a hand- 
book of terse arguments and well-arranged facts—a_ political 
ready-reckoner for the men who argue on the platform or in the 
workshop. It is according to this new standard that we must test 
the two little books before us. 

For Dr. Sigerson we have nothing but praise. Mr. Dwyer 
Gray and Mr. Shaw-Lefevre have already published excellent 
pamphlets on the same subject, but we are sure they will admit 
that no one has treated the subject so thoroughly,so systematically, 
or so judiciously as Dr. Sigerson. With wise discretion he has 
called attention, not so much to Mr. Balfour and his contemptible 
witticisms, which merely disgrace himself and those who laugh at 
them, as to the general defects in our present prison system, 
which disgrace us all. Mr. Bryce, in the excellent letter which 
does duty for a preface, sums up Dr. Sigerson’s theories when he 
says that “whenever the moral judgment of the community at 
large does not brand an offence as sordid and degrading, and 
dces not feel the offence to be one which destroys its respect for 
the personal character of the prisoner, it may then be held that 


prison treatment ought to be different from that awarded to 
ordinary criminals.” The distinction between offences which are 
mala in se and those which are merely mala frohibita is one 
of old standing in the text-books, though it has perhaps had 
less effect in practice on English law than on that of other 
countries. 

But probably it could not be made the basis of separate treat- 
ment of prisoners by any legislative amendment of the punish- 
ments which may be awarded to prisoners convicted of particular 
offences. What we want, to begin with, is the admission that a 
distinction should be made—a distinction depending on the 
character of the offence, and not on the form of indictment. Dr. 
Sigerson shows that such a distinction was made of old time in 
England, not by order of judge or jury, but through the wise 
clemency of the Administration. He shows further that even in 
Naples under King Bomba some slight relaxations were allowed 
to political prisoners. Of Russia to-day the same may be said, 
and the Russian prison diet is much more liberal than that which 
Mr. Balfour allows to his political opponents. In most civilised 
countries custodia honesta is given to political prisoners, and the 
confinement is unaccompanied with physical or moral torture. 
England alone, though she assented to the resolutions of the 
international conference which recommended such a distinction, 
still treats thief and newspaper editor alike. Victor Hugo some- 
where expresses his incredulity at the statement of historians that 
there was no torture in England during the reign of Queen Anne. 
We defy any unprejudiced person to read Dr. Sigerson’s book and 
say there has been no torture in England and Ireland during the 
reign of Queen Victoria. 

We must not attempt to summarise Dr. Sigerson’s conclusions. 
The suggestion, which he ascribes to a Russian member of the 
international conference, that the jury should decide as to the 
allocation of the accused (subject of course to a power of 
mitigation) seems especially valuable. They, and not Mr. 
Justice Grantham, or Mr. Justice Lawrance, can express the 
moral judgment of the community. Of course in Ireland at 
present resident magistrates dispense justice without a jury to 
help them. But we trust the day may come when a justice can 
no more sentence—without appeal—for a political offence than he 
can now enquire into the title to land. And there could be few 
more valuable forms of appeal than an appeal to a judge and 
jury to decide whether a convicted person should not be confined 
in custodia honesta. 

Mr. O’Brien’s book covers a wider range than Dr. Sigerson’s, 
but the ground is also more familiar. Those who know his 
previous works will be glad to have a handbook into which the 
gist of them all is compressed without the use of small type. 
The extracts from the Zzmes about O’Connell and Thomas 
Drummond are peculiarly apposite just at present. Thomas 
Drummond wrote a letter in which he said that “ Property has 
its duties as well as its rights.” . Here is the answer of the 7zmes-: 
“ Whatever acts of violence or outrage—whatever attacks on life 
or dwelling—whatever robberies or ferocious murders have been 
perpetrated since the publication of that letter, it is not too much 
to say, have been abetted, encouraged, and stimulated by its 
abuse of the country gentlemen, under the eyes of the peasantry.” 
The life of an individual is short, but there is a wonderful con- 
tinuity in the existence of a great journal. It is chiefly for his 
skill in using such extracts that we must praise Mr. O’Brien’s 
work. A man of vast reading, who has spent his life in the study 
of the history of Ireland during the last century, he is able to 
supply the ordinary politician with gleanings from the great 
harvest he has reaped. And the tables of statistics he has incor- 
porated will be very useful to everyone who cannot carry Thom’s 
Almanack in his pocket. 

Whether he has always been equally judicious in his argu- 
ments, we are not quite certain. It may be doubted whether it is 
wise (though Mr. O’Brien’s object is harmless) to speak of the 
Ulstermen as “colonists.” The descendants of settlers must 
cease to be merely colonists sometime. We don’t speak of the 
Saxons as colonists in Middlesex, nor, to take a closer parallel, of 
the Germans as colonists in West Prussia. The Scoto-Irish have 
a longer title to Down and Antrim than the New Englanders have 
to Massachusetts. And, throughout, Mr. O’Brien seems to lay too 
much stress on the religious side of the question. We doubt 
whether any Irishman feels more satisfied at the appointment of 
of a Catholic than of a Protestant, if that Catholic be anti-national. 
It was a Catholic who by his political apostasy became more un- 
popular than any other judge of his generation. It was a 
Catholic Solicitor-General, so report says, who proceeded against 
the members of the Ladies’ Land League as persons of evil fame 
within the meaning of 34 Ed. III, c. 1. It was a Catholic who 
packed the juries at Maryborough. 
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Sometimes, too, Mr. O’Brien, or his printer, makes a ~ in his 
facts and figures. The Duke of Abercorn was surely as Irish as 
Lord Londonderry, yet he appears as an Englishman in the list 
of Lord-Lieutenants. 1641 was hardly forty years after the 
Plantation of Ulster, and 1689 was more than thirty years after 
the Confiscation by Cromwell. Mr. Lea’s majority in South 
Derry is stated at 138 on page 96, and at 128 on page 109. 
These mistakes are unimportant in themselves, but Mr. O’Brien 
must remember the people we have to deal with. A Radical 
— in Little Peddlington will use Mr. O’Brien’s book. His 

ory rival will write to ask Mr. Balfour whether the statements 
made by his Radical friend are true. Mr. George Wyndham will 
be instructed to “absolutely deny” the Radical politician’s state- 
ment, and will add some polite comments on the mendacity of the 
Irish and their advocates. It might be very unpleasant for the 
Radical politician, even though he had merely followed a printer’s 
error in substituting a 3 for a 2. 

But these are merely the blemishes on a good book. Mr. 
O’Brien’s statement as to what Home Rule means may be com- 
mended to any anxious enquirers on the Liberal side. We notice 
that commerce and customs should be dealt with by an Irish Parlia- 
ment. A definite statement of opinion on such a question is very 
useful, even though there may be some people who would prefer 
the provisions of the Government of Ireland Bill of 1886. 


FREE TRADE IN CAPITAL. 


FREE TRADE IN CAPITAL. By A. Egmont Hake and O. E. Wesslau. 
London: Remington & Co. 


In “The Warden,” by Anthony Trollope, we are introduced to a 
very interesting character, Bertie Stanhope, who startles Bishop 
Proudie by the frank remark, “I once had thoughts of being a 
bishop myself.” With an evident wish to accommodate himself to 
the episcopal understanding, he proceeds to explain that he would 
have been a parson first ; but that had he become one he would 
have stuck to it. “Now there’s my father,” he continued, “he 
hasn’t stuck to it.” Apparently the authors of this book made up 
their minds to be great economists, but they did not wish to be 
economic students first. Possibly their ambitions soared higher 
than that of Bertie Stanhope. He thought of being a bishop; 
they thought of the two archiepiscopal sees ; for by a few delicate 
touches they suggest that the succession had been in abeyance since 
the days of Adam Smith, till they came forward to take their rightful 
laces. He bade a scoffing world listen to the gospel of Free 
rade; they preach that great economic truth which even he, 
with all his greatness, failed to grasp—Free Trade in capital. As 
for the intervening writers, they are of but small account. All of 
them, without exception, stand condemned, for each, as we know, 
has used the terms money or currency, and Mr. Hake and Mr. 
Wesslau give us their authority for stating that “no economist 
who has used the words money and currency has arrived at 
clearness on the subject of the coin.” Indeed, Adam Smith, for 
whom they have some weak lingering regard, against whom they 
have not hardened their hearts in sorrow and indignation, has 
committed the fatal, unspeakable crime. He—for it must out—- 
has used the word “money.” That might be forgiven him ; but 
he has aggravated his offence: with frightful audacity, he has 
dared both to use the term, and then “to liken it to a kind of wheel 
which moves the business of a country.” Of course it might be 
inted out that his most famous parallel for the use of coin, or, face 
essrs. Hake and Wesslau, money, is a road and not a wheel; 
for after all it is perhaps not unnecessary to quote even so classic 
a passage to writers who show the degree of their acquaintance 
with his works by remarking that he committed very few 
mistakes. In point of fact, the true greatness of “ The Wealth of 
Nations” is best shown by the permanent nature of its value 
despite its very many mistakes. But putting aside for the 
moment the more general considerations suggested by this 
book, let us try to find out what the gteat secret is, which has 
been so wonderfully committed to the keeping of these two 
writers. Turn where we will, on all sides we are met by 
evidences of economic distress and want. There is poverty ; 
there is discontent; there are the consequences of such 
evils clear enough. They do not underestimate or wish to 
underestimate them in amount, for why should they, when 
close at hand they have a panacea which can cure all distempers 
and evil humours of the body, and soothe the mind of the discon- 
tented? Far-reaching the effects of all panaceas are, we know ; 
but how far-reaching the effects of this, few will probably ascer- 


tain—few, that is, but those who adopt the plan of looking at the 
end of a book first. The last three chapters give some glimpse 
of these consequences. We see the troubles of Ireland at an end, 
Egypt released from her difficulties, and once more blossoming 
as under the ancient Pharaohs, while closer and closer to England 
press her colonies, united to the mother country by a new tie of 
emg 5 Such is to be our future if we but take the advice of 

essrs. Hake and Wesslau. There is only one nasty little obstacle 
in the way, but what do they care for that? It is true that 
to bring about this filial attitude we must be determined ; we must 
not spoil the Protective child; we must make him a Free Trader. 
If necessary we must use the rod. But what is the secret of this 
future greatness? Simple, as all great things are. Allow all 
banks to issue bank-notes, and the difficulty is solved. No dissen- 
sion, no poverty, no strife, no suffering, then, say the authors, just 
as some fifty years ago Thomas Attwood said, “Issue an un- 
limited amount of bank-notes, and in a month prosperity will 
return to the country.” Just in this one point our authors do not 
agree with the old champion of paper money. He would have 
allowed the Government to issue the notes, they will not. 
The notes must be private bank-notes. Unfortunately they do 
not explain the way in which the change would operate with the 

recision which we are entitled to demand from those who advocate 
important practical changes. They say, indeed, that at present 
the capital of the country does not find its way into the hands 
of any but the wealthy. Of course there are a few objec- 
tions to such broad statements, but, as may be imagined, these 
are swept aside. The increase of joint-stock companies is one. 
Well—so say Messrs. Hake and Wesslau—joint-stock companies 
lead to dishonesty. There are such documents as bills of ex- 
change ; manufacturers do not draw bills of exchange on their 
clients, we hear in reply. But when they have to explain why, 
under a system of free issues, credit would be attainable more 
easily than before, their rather confused descriptions amount to little 
more than the candid assertion that bankers would not be so par- 
ticular about security if they made their advances in notes of their 
own issue. This, in itself the most damaging charge against the 
system of Free Banking, is claimed almost as a merit by the cham- 
pions of this unfortunate cause. For unfortunate any cause must 
be which finds its chief defenders in men who, directly after such 
statements as the foregoing, do not hesitate to bid us notice that 
a fresh cause of security under their system lies in the identity 
which will exist between the creditors and debtors of the bank 
of issue. Those people, then, who cannot get capital, who want 
it, and in default of it must let labour go unemployed, are all the 
time busily engaged in lending it to banks in order that these banks 
may lend it back to them. That much may be done in amend- 
ment of the banking system, as established by the Act of 1844, 
many believe ; that a great deal can be effected by the institution 
of banks on the Schulze-Delitsch principle we cannot doubt ; but 
it is extremely improbable that such a book as the present will 
promote reform in either direction. Its glaring inaccuracies and 
continual misrepresentations are far more likely to prejudice 
po against any change which it may mention. Not content, 

owever, with misrepresenting almost all other investigators of 
economic problems, from the bimetallists to J. S. Mill, the authors 
have extended their censure to all acts of what they term 
State Socialism. In this attack they are as careless of facts as 
they are of logic and consistency in their more argumentative 
chapters. In defiance of evidence, they tell us that the State 
system of education has resulted in what they call the “ modern 
products,” or juvenile criminals. Apparently unable to make a 
direct attack on the Post Office, they state that all the modern 
improvements grew out of the suggestion of penny postage by an 
individual outside the office. They do not inquire whether the 
alteration which he proposed would have been possible under 
other than State direction, and they forget to add that the indi- 
vidualistic management of the telegraphs was so highly unsatis- 
factory that they were taken over by the State, and that at the 
instance of an official. They attack the Factory Acts, and praise 
Cobden and Bright, “the genia/ apostles” of Free Trade, as 
they call them, for their opposition to measures which saved the 
people from the degradation into which they were sinking, and 
the country from a social revolution. But it is unnecessary to 
multiply instances, so surely has the demon of inaccuracy dogged 
them, whatever be the subject they touch. They deal with economic 
history, and state that before the discovery of the mines, Spain 
was the leading industrial country ; they mention the original 
charter of the Bank of England to give us its date as 1693, instead 
of 1694; they treat of token coins, and tell their readers that 
copper money is legal tender up to two pounds. And these are 
but instances. In one of their own sentences we can surely 
agree—they “are not dealing with the history of events.” Did 
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they realise their weakness? We fear not; for they supplement 
that admission by the statement which we quote, in their own 
grandiloquent terms :—‘“ We are dealing ... rather with the 
history of progressing ideas and acquired experience.” It is 
always interesting to note new euphemisms. 


THE RUSSIAN NOVEL. 


THE MODERN NOVELISTS OF RussIA. By Charles Edward Turner. 
London: Triibner & Co. 18g0. 


MR. TURNER has written an earnest and interesting book, but 
it does not contain what one would like to see. All that he 
tells us about the lives of the six novelists he selects is worth the 
telling, and much of his explanation of the social significance of 
their works is new to English readers, but he says very little 
as to what the peculiar genius of these writers consists in, and 
nothing at all on the question of what the Russian novel has 
accomplished in literature. 

Recognising, therefore, as the author doubtless recognises, 
that “ The Modern Novelists of Russia” only deals with one side 
of a large subject, it is but fair that it should be considered as a 
sketch, and not as a criticism ; and viewed thus it is especially 
welcome for the account it gives us of Garschine and Korolenko. 
Mr. Turner’s sympathetic account of the work of these two 
young novelists, who are all but unknown in England, will send 
his readers, all too fruitlessly, in search of French translations. 
Of his treatment of the three Russian masters, Tourgenieff, 
Dostoevsky, and Tolstoi, Mr. Turner is most successful in his 
chapters on Dostoevsky. Why, when the plot of “Crime 
and Punishment” is given in full, there should be no re- 
ference to the sombre and terrible art that wrought it, is a 
mystery; but, with this omission, Dostoevsky’s life, creed, 
and works, all are clearly brought before us. And similarly the 
chapter on Goncharoff, with its sketch of Russian society, and 
the relations of the reformers, the “‘ Oblomoffs,” and the peasants, 
in “the golden days,” explains much to those who, like the 
present writer, know their Tourgenieff, but to whom Goncharoff 
and Hertzen are only names. The paper on Tourgenieff supple- 
ments these explanations of the attitude of the two parties, the 
Progressionists and the Conservatives of Russia, and for this 
reason it should be read. Mr. Turner gives us the Russian view 
of Tourgenieff, whom he has perhaps learned to underrate slightly. 
The paper on Tolstoi is provoking. Of Tolstoi’s extraordinary 
psychological skill, of his constant flashes of insight into the 
world of the spirit, of the bent of his works, from “ The Cossacks” 
to “ My Religion ”—through all of which the reader can trace the 
slow, but steady, mastery of the critical by the religious nature ; 
of an analysis of his two great works, “ War and Peace” and 
“Anna Karenina,” of his artistic triumphs in “ Katia” and “ The 
Death of Ivan Ilitch”—of this there is nothing: Mr. Turner 
devotes his space to a hesitating and weak defence of Tolstoi’s 
present religious convictions, and to a wandering attack of his 
views on woman. 

And this unsatisfactory chapter on Tolstoi brings us back to 
our first remark, that the book before us deals with the least 
important half of an important subject. We will not quarrel 
with Mr. Turner that he has not done everything ; and if we 
consider for a moment what his book does not contain, let it be 
taken as evidence ofa desire that others should do more. It is 
time that someone should estimate for us what the Russians have 
done in literature, should show clearly how they have success- 
fully widened the whole scope and aim of the novel: Tourgenieff 
by applying it to the discussion of social and political problems ; 
Dostoevsky by proving beyond cavil what, strange to say, to some 
needs proving, that the victims of sin and disease are as legitimate 
subjects for one man’s art as the inmates of Vanity Fair are for 
anothers ; and Tolstoi, by throwing on a large canvas a picture, 
not of the life and ideas of individuals, but the life of the whole 
nation, with its attitude towards the past and present, its changing 
Civilisation, its struggles and limitations, its social, religious, and 
political aspirations. And this inquiry should show that these 
novelists have not only created a great literature at a bound— 
letting in the light in floods on the life of their nation, and 
exhibiting the peculiarities of their art, and the bent and genius of 
the Russian mind—but also, by removing the old landmarks, they 
best reflect the revolution in thought and modes of thought brought 
about by the discoveries of science. And if, by the way, the 
essayist should cast a stone at those among us who “ never read 


the sad in literature” because it cannot be “permanent,” gently 
putting aside the realism of Whitman, Tolstoi, and Ibsen, though 
pleased to approve of that of the Book of Job, he might by so 
doing raise the very nice question as to how far their British 
attitude is due to a healthy aversion to the unwholesome, and 
how far to a dislike of being forced to realise what the prejudices 
of class and education have comfortably hidden away from them. 


POPULAR POETRY OF SOME FOREIGN COUNTRIES. 


POETS AND PEOPLES OF FOREIGN LANDS, By J. W. Crombie. London: 
Elliot Stock, 1890. 


MopeEsty and _ self-depreciation are such rare qualities in 
modern authors, and perhaps most rare in young authors, 
that they deserve due acknowledgment at the hands of the critic, 
who is agreeably surprised by finding in Mr. Crombie’s tiny 
and unpretending book abundance of interesting matter, matter 
sufficient to have furnished forth a stout octavo. It consists 
of five essays, four of them on four poets: Al Motamed, 
the Moorish King of Seville; Frederi Mistral, the author of 
“Mireio;” Klaus Groth, the Platt-Deutsch poet of Dit- 
marsh ; and the Dutchman, Staring van den Wildenborch ; and 
another on the popular verses—one can scarcely call them 
poems—current in Spain, and seldom attributable to any known 
author. All are written ina simple and graceful style ; all contain 
a good deal which will be new to the “general reader.” The two 
which we have found most interesting are those on Mistral 
and on Klaus Groth, between whose positions there is a curious 
analogy which Mr. Crombie has ingeniously brought out. 
Both have attempted to revive as organs of literature, languages 
which, having been supplanted by rival dialects, have themselves 
sunk into the lower status of dialects, while retaining their place 
in the mouths of the humbler classes. Provencal was in the 
middle of the thirteenth century the leading literary tongue of 
modern Europe, far more cultivated than Northern French, more 
developed even than Italian. Low German, down till the time of 
Dr. Martin Luther, had as much prospect of becoming the 
classical form of German as that High German dialect in which 
the Reformer chose to couch his translation of the Bible. Many 
philological critics have held that the two tongues which have been 
overborne in the struggle for literary life would have better repaid 
cultivation than the two which have proved victorious. It is not 
the least curious feature of that passion for the revivification of 
declining nationalities which marks our time, that it should have 
expressed itself in the endeavour to claim literary independence 
for ancient and long oppressed dialects. 

Apart, however, from these historical questions, the tical 
merit both of Mistral’s work and of Klaus Groth’s is of a very 
high order. “Mireio” is a poem of singular beauty, full of 
freshness, tenderness, and an overflowing love of Nature. It has 
the warmth of the early Provencal singers without their frequent 
licentiousness. These merits have been widely appreciated in 
France, nor is Mistral’s fame unrecognised in Germany, Spain, 
and England. Klaus Groth, on the other hand, has been little 
heard of outside his own country, less, we think, than his brother 
Low German Fritz Reuter, of whom the extracts given by Mr. 
Crombie sometimes remind us. But nothing can surpass the 
charm of these extracts. Klaus Groth is as natural, as redolent 
of the fields and woods and rural life, as Robert Burns: he 
has as much sweetness, though much less passion. He seems 
wholly free from that touch of pedantry on the one hand, and 
that strain of slightly affected sentimentalism on the other, 
which modern High German verse so frequently betrays. 

Mr. Crombie’s apologies in his preface for the inadequacy of 
his translations are scarcely needed. Everyone who has tried, as 
most of us have, to put foreign poetry into English knows the 
extreme difficulty of the enterprise, in which not to fail utterly 
may be called success. His renderings are generally pretty close, 
and have the merits of simplicity and good taste. They are not 
striking, but they convey the meaning of the original and generally 
no small portion of its flavour. The Spanish versicles seem to 
have given him most trouble, and their often epigrammatic terse- 
ness is no doubt extremely difficult to reproduce. He has judi- 
ciously given all the extracts in the original at the bottom of the 
page. We have much to praise in the book, and little to com- 
plain of, except the want of dates in the accounts which he gives 
of the lives and writings of the poets dealt with, a want which 
can be readily supplied in another edition. 
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